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NANE: Douglas McClure 
lONETOWN: Kokomo. IN 

RANK IN NET FI6HnR: 1st 
DEGREES EARNED: 235,000, 

traded 27,500 to buy Quake~ 
in the HEAT store 
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FAVORITE SPECIAL HOVE: 

swinging knife decapitation 

TRASH TALK EXCEIPT: 

"Now that's what you call a super- 
close shave!" 



OTHER FAVORITE 
CANES ON 
HEAINH: 

Quake," 

Hexen li: 
Outlaws," Diablo," 
WarCraft 11" 




NET FKHTERT THE ONLY FKHTI 



LOCALLY-get the HEAT (ntamflt game netwcxV box at your local computer store! GLOBAL 
you can divert your anger off the streets and onto the net against real, live people 
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iE ON THE INTERNET!! 



n to HEAT.NET NOW! Through HEATNET and the miracle of CytwrDiversion, 
theglol)e! Youll feel t)etter, the whole wortd will feel betted 



NAME: Bill Shultz 
HOMETOWN: Portsmouth. VA 

RANK IN NET FKHTER: 2nd 
DEGREES EARNED: 197,500, traded 

17,500 to buy Scud: Industrial 
Evolution'" in the HEAT store 

I USa TO TAKE OUT MY 
BULLHSJHOOHEACHOHEI 
yOULD URITE THEHAMEOFEACH 
PERSON ON MY BUS, THEN A 
FRIENOSHOUEDMEICOULD 
PURSE MY YIOLENT URGES IN 
NETnBHnRONHEAlNET 
AGAINST OTHER PEOPLE THANKS 
THREAT, THE PEOPLE ON MY BUS 
yiLL NEYEH KNOy HOy CLOSE 
THEY CAME! 99 

HEAT USER NAME: thunderhammer 
TOURNAMENT RECORD: g-3 

FAVORITE SPECIAL HOVE: 

forked lightning kick 

TRASR TALK EXCERPT: "Stop hitting 
like a sissy girl!" 

OTHER FAVORITE GAMES ON HEAT.NET: 

Blood," Duke Nukem7 Total Annihilation," 
Shadow Warrior," Postal" 

im mom HEP. 




1998 SegaSott Networks. Inc HEAT, HEAT.NET, and Net Fighier are trademarks of SegaSoft Networks, Inc All other product names are the trademarks of Iheir respecirve owners. 
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CONVERSATIONS WITH TODAY'S HOTTEST BANDS 
CANDID, RARE INSIOHTS 
LIVE, IN-STUDIO PERFORMANCES 
60 MINUTES EVERY MONTH 




EVERCLEAR 
THE WEEK OF FEBRUARY 9, 1998 



CHECK YOUR FAVORITE RADIO STATION TO SEE IF THEY ARE CARRYING THIS MONTH'S SPIN SESSION WITH THE CURE 



98.S KOME 



SAN JOSE 
BOSTON 



97.1 KEQL 
8S.7 CIMX 
103.9 WXEO 



DETROIT 
DAYTON 



103.5 WRCX 
93.7 KXXR 
107 J. WAQZ 
102.1 WUIM 
96.1 WROX 



CHICACO 

MINNEAPOLIS 

CINCINNATI 

MILWAUKEE 

NORFOLK 



107.9 WENZ 
10S.B WBZU 
106.3 KEDJ 
106.9 WCCC 
92.8 XMRM 



CLEVELAND 
RICHMOND 
PHOENIX 
HARTFORD 
SAN DIEOO 



106.7 KKND 
93.8 WTPA 
103J. WPBZ 
9S.B WBRU 
92.1 WZEW 
94.8 WXKR 



NEW ORLEANS 

HARRISBURQ 

WEST PALM BEACH 

PROVIDENCE 

MOBILE 

TOLEDO 



FOR A COMPLETE LIST OF STATIONS, CHECK THE SPIN RADIO AREA ON SPtNONUNE. KEYWORD: SPIN ON AMERICA ONUNE 
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1998 go to keyword: SPIN 

e for your favorites of 1997 
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rds: Live free or die. 
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SURGEON GENERAL'S WARNING: Smoking 
Causes Lung Cancer, Heart Disease, 
Emphysema, And May Complicate Pregnancy. 



• "'Philip Motrin tlx. lUDH 

1 6 mg "lar." ).t mg nicotine av. per cigareuc by f-TC mmhod 



If the action's intense enough, 

you might want to 

go along for the ride. 
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FEATURES 

60 RUNNING WITH THE DEVIL 

Marilyn Manson — every God-loving 
American's worst nightmare — comes 
clean about Satanism (not whiat you'd 
think) and his encounters with Traci 
Lords and Jenna Jameson (basically 
what you'd think). Plus: first word on 
his next album, his problems with Tren 
and his new autobiography. By Jul 
Chaplin 

70 WILD STYLE 

With a second release, a U.S. tour, 
supermodel friends, and perhaps the 
most ambitious single track of all time. 
Goldie has achieved orbit fabulosity. 
But is he too cool for school? 
By Chris Norris 

74 WHO KILLED ROCK RADIO? 

Once innovative and exciting. Modern 
Rock radio is now a repository of bland 
alterna-crud and endless Third Eye 
Blind replays. Everyone knows what 
happened, IV/iy is another story. 
By Keith Moerer 

80 THE SPINDIE 50 

Just in time for Sundance: the Indie-est 
people In all of film, 

84 THE IC E M EN COMETH 

Figure skating, with TV ratings second 
only to football, is huge. Credit some 
savvy marketers who understood the 
magic of athletes triple lutzing to that 
crazy rock'n'roll beat. By Zev Borow 

88 MARS OR BUST! 

Before NASA puts the first man on Mars, 
it will have to cram up to six adults Into a 
pod the size of a one-bedroom apartment 
and blast them into the void for three 
years. By David S. Bennahum. 
Plus: some of the finer points of sex in 
space. By David Friedman 

96 FASHION: 

STREET-FIGHTING BRANDS 

In the future, Nike, Fubu, and Gucci 
will kill one another for sport. 
Photographs by Snorri Bros 




Marilyn Manson: making 
the case for Salanism as a 
kind of self-esteem tliing. 
This photograph and cover 
by David LaChapelle. 
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25 LETTERS 

Plus: The angry teen bites into a rotten 
Apple. 

31 EXPOSURE 

Deftones, Black Grape, why Radish had 
no bite, fluorescent raver contact lenses, 
trendy Olympic sports, Sizzia, the psy- 
chology of CD arrangement, and more. 

48 PRODUCT 

Do you want to have sex with your tooth- 
paste?, I.D. bracelets bid for Hush 
Puppies status, and more. 
INCONSPICUOUS CONSUMPTION 
Explaining Twinkles. By Paul Lukas 



52 MOVIES 

Why crummy musicians make credible 
movie stars. By Steve Erickson 
Plus: ROUGH CUTS, quasi-peevish 
musings on indie film. By Bob Davis 

56 BOOKS 

Why does the future have to be like today, 
only worse? By Stephanie Zacharek 

58 SOUNDBITES 

Prodigy's X-rated video, In studio with A 
Tribe Called Quest and Sonic Youth, post- 
mortems on Michael Hutchence and 
Robert Palmer. Plus: the debut of HUSH 
HUSH, our trashy music-biz gossip col- 
umn. By Joe Fleischer 



103 REVIEWS 

Mary Lou Lord, Juliana Hatfield, and 
Lisa Loeb, by Kim France: Black 
Grape, Victoria Williams, AC/DC, Jay-Z, 
the Need, Mocket, Robbie Fulks, Modest 
Mouse, Air, Os Mutantes, and more. 
WORDS AND GUITARS Hip-hop spins 
off its own underground. 
By Charles Aaron 
LIVE Jane's Addiction, by Eric 
Weisbard: Metallica. by Chuck Eddy 

116 GENIUS LESSONS 

Take this job and shove it. 
By Sean Landers 
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Rock climbing (3) Gamis, Israel 
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Your personal guide to Israel summer and student programs. 
Visit our web site or call 1-888-99- ISRAEL. 
In Canada, call 1-800-567-4772. 
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Aphex Twin. 

Come To Daddy. 

31001. Sire Records. 

Consumer Advertisement. 
Spin. 

Half Page; Black & White. 

"It's the Prodigy's "Breathe," "Anarchy In The UK" 
and the grungiest entrails of "Nevermind" ALL 
played at the same time, at the wrong speed... only 
nastier. And catchier than the Black Death." 

- Melody Maker 
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"I tried with these pictures not to do just another 
Gothic, bats-in-the-belfry Marilyn Manson," says 
photographer David LaChapelle, who had 
reservations about shooting this month's cover 
story. "I've never been into death rock or dark 
imagery,' he says. "So I decided to present 
Manson along a theatrical lineage that includes 
Kiss, Alice Cooper, and Ziggy Stardust." 
LaChapelle's work has appeared in Vanity Fair, 
Interview, and French Vogue. A collection of his 
photographs, LaChappelle Land, was published 
last year by Simon & Schuster. 

In this month's column, Spin's new film critic, 
Steve Erickson, looks at the inverse relation- 
ship between bad musicians and good acting; one, 
he notes, that's been with us for a while. "Early 
rock movies like the Beatles' A Hard Day's Night 
and Dylan's Don't Loofc Back didn't have roles that 
were a stretch, but they captured the energy of what 
a movie could be in a way that a lot of the movie stu- 
dios couldn't." Erickson, a novelist known for his 
pop-apocalyptic style, is the author of Arc D 'X, 
Amnesiascope, and, most recently, the political 
joumal American Nomad (Henry Holt & Co.). 

New Spin Contributing Editor David S. 
Bennahum always wanted to be an astronaut: "I 
saw 2001: A Space Odyssey 20 times by the time I 
was nine years old," he says. While Bennahum 
didn't have the right stuff, he was able to tap into his 
obsession tor this month's feature on NASA's 
program to put human beings on Mars ["Mars or 
Bust!"]. "The next best thing to being an astronaut," 
he says, "is getting to write about them." Bennahum 
is a regular contributor to Wired. His book. Coming 
of Age in Cyber Space, is due out this fall. 




"Joni Mitchell's Miles of Aisles was the first album 
that I played repeatedly and obsessively," says 
Spin Editor-at-Large Kim France, whose lead 
record review this month examines the ill-timed 
new releases by Lisa Loeb, Mary Lou Lord, and 
Juliana Hatfield. "Ever since then," she explains, 
"I've had a soft spot for the archetypical giri with 
the guitar." Formeriy an editor at New York and a 
staff writer at Sassy, France is currently working 
on a t>ook about giri culture. 




Last year, the Disney Corporation bought Keith 
Moerer's beloved hometown radio station, REV 
105 in Minneapolis-St. Paul, and turned it into yet 
another wan Modern Rock outlet. "REV 1 05 used 
to be smart about connecting music from the past," 
Moerer reminisces. "They would play Beck and 
then follow it up with James Brown." Moerer, who 
channeled his anger into this month's "Who Killed 
Rock Radio?" feature, says that, after spending far 
too many hours listening to Days of the New and 
the Verve Pipe, he plans to take a long respite 
from Modern Rock radio. Moerer also writes for 
The Village Voice, the New Times, and Request. 
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For all of you who moan about hop anitude, got of! your 
solf-rlghtoous assos and romemhor what It's like to ho ZO. 



Heather Meadows 




Strange Fruit 

Fiona Apple is one of few rock stars 
willing to admit that she doesn't have 
her shit together ["Girl Trouble," cover, 
November]. For all of you who moan 
about her attitude, get off your self- 
righteous asses and remember what 
it's like to be 20. 

Heather Meadows 
Alexander. Arizona 

Why must all journalists insist on depicting 
Fiona Apple as a broken angel, depressed 
teenager, or damsel in distress? In reality, 
she's a realist who tells it like it is, and her 
lyrics are honest and strong. 

Ruth Eichmiller 

Cardiff. Wales, U.K. 

Fiona Apple's words and actions don't 
link. She talks tough about surviving 



rape, then squirtns around half-naked 
as if her videos were commercials for 
kiddie porn and cheap lingerie. Hasn't 
she finally sold enough records to cut 
off the media overexposure she's so 
"unwillingly" subjected to? Instead of 
whining constantly, why doesn't she 
simply seek out a new manager? 
She's a fraud and I'm not buying Into 
her shit any more. 
Colleen Reilly 

Long Beach Island, New Jersey 

Though you complain about the media's 
attraction to erotic images of teenage 
virgins, victims, and sluts in "Flesh for 
Fantasy" [November], your Fiona Apple 
story features photos of her stuffed into 
a sofa like a mutilated doll in a sexy slip. 
She's quite a little victim, and you're 
doing your part to perpetuate that 



image. At least John Weir kept his bull- 
shit detector on. 

Joy Marie Lofton 
New Yori(, New York 

Why did Fiona Apple have to represent 
the face of female music for your "Girl 
Issue"? Why couldn't you find someone 
who presents her true self, not some kid 
who can't even decide "which part of her 
is the image, and which part is real"? 

Entity Pilachowski 

Richmond, Virginia 

Being a victim of rape is a trauma I 
would not wish on my worst enemy, 
but Fiona Apple's over-the-top 
melodrama and self-absorption made 
It difficult to feel any sort of sympathy 
for her. I am so tired of drama queens 
parading their woes under the public 
spotlight, as if victimhood was a trendy 
fashion statement. Fiona is an 
embarrassment to other survivors of 
sexual abuse. 

Aeny S/i/m 
Flushing, New York 

If Tori Amos is "a poster girl for rape," 
then that must make Fiona Apple a 
poster girl for '70s home pom and 
"Criminal" self-exploitation. Amos 
should be applauded for forming the 
Rape, Abuse, and Incest National Net- 
work (RAINN), not scorned by a spoiled 
brat who represents the kind of hope- 
lessness and victimization that haunts 
so many girts of her generation. 

Polly Walter 

Los Angeles, California 



"I'm going to cut another album ...and then 
I'm going to die." Promises, promises. 

Victor Mastroianni and Chris Pace 

New York. New York 

Giri's "R" Us 

Your "Girt Issue" [November] was by far 
the best issue of Spin I've ever read. 
Kelly Gauthier 

Vancouver. British Columlxa, Canada 

The giris of the '80s may have simply 
just wanted to have fun, but in your ver- 
sion of '90s "Girt Culture," they just want 
a good fuck. How about throwing in 
some civil rights? 

Caria DeSantis 

PublisheriEditor-in-Chief 

ROCKRGRL 

Seattle. Washington 

Every Issue of Spin should t)e a Girt Issue. 
Katherine and Kristine Trever 
Detroit. Michigan 

The Most Cake 

Thank you so much for empowering my 
gender with your "Everything and the 
Giri" story [November]. To think I now 
have the choice between voting, wear- 
ing pants, or becoming a rock star. And 
who better to look up to than Gwen Ste- 
fani? Yeah, Anne Sexton and Emma 
Goldman had nothing over her. 

Jennifer Pfafflin 

Madison. Wisconsin 

Ann Powers's article was very good, but 
she left out one key item: Where does 
this leave guys (like me) who support Giri 
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Kick out the gloom: the Cure. 



Manson Family Values: Cover boy 
Marilyn Manson is a mainstay of the 
Internet's rock-star rumor mill, but he 
couldn't possibly have done everything 
that Web geeks report, could he? After 
you read this month's SPINonline Man- 
son story, enter our True or False con- 
test. Sample question: Did Manson play 
bespectacled Paul on the family-friendly 
The Wonder Years'! The prize: copies of 
the new Manson Home Video. 

Lipstick Traces: If Goth-pop king 
Robert Smith hates fashion culture so 

For Irec AOl SDlM>aie.ciill {8(IOIS92.00n 



much, why is he still wearing hair spray 
and lipstick? Find out on February 6, 
when the Cure frontman fills SPINonline 
in on his foray into "crass dance " music 
and why he considers Hanson "far more 
subversive" than his own band. 

The SPINdex Poll: Have you had 
enough of music-industry pinheads 
deciding the artists of the year for you? 
The SPINdex's Online Music Awards lets 
you choose the music that made your 
worid go round in 1997. Go to keyword 
SPIN any time between January 1-31 and 



keyword: SPIN on AOL 

vote on your favorite albums, videos, and 
songs. We'll publish a list of winners — 
and just think, you won't have to listen to 
any lame acceptance speeches. 

The Sound OH: Though one unbeliev- 
er wrote thai ' any frat t>oy with a com- 
puter can make techno," 60 percent of 
the SPINonliners polled on the "Euro- 
pean vs. American electronica" debate 
waved their glowsticks in favor of the 
Old Worid. "It's like comparing the Beat- 
les to Oasis," a user raved. So much for 
team spirit. 
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RAP MUSIC FOR ALTERNAGEEKS 



E-A-SKI 
EARTHQUAKE 

Hardcore rap s hottest producer delivers 
his long awaited debut album, featuring 
Ice Cube. Montell Jordan and Jayo 
Felony. West Coast headz are buzzin' 
about this album, calling it the hottest 
joint since The Chronic. Featuring 
the hit "Showdown ". 
Album in store 1/27 

THE BEATNUTS 
THE SPOT 

Alternative headz love The Beatnuts and 
this aptly named E.P. is a collection of 
previously unavailable remixes for 
classic songs like "Get Funky ". " Psycho 
Dwarf ". "Rein Of The Tec". " Props Over 
Here", and more. Includes the remix of 
their #1 hip hop smash ""Off Tha Books". 
E.R in store 2/10 

COMMON 

ONE DAY IT'LL ALL MAKE SENSE 
Nuff said, the most critically acclaimed 
rap album of the year Includes 
" Retrospect For Life" featuring Lauryn 
Hill. If you don t own this CD. you ain't 
into hip hop. 

DJ HONDA 
HONDA 2 

Japan's #1 DJ returns with his second 
joint, featuring a who's who of East Coast 
rappers. Hondamania has already taken 
over Japan and now it s ready to hit the 
United States like a Tsunami. 
Album in store 2/2A 

M.O.R 

HANDLE UR BIZNESS 

The ultimate hybrid between rap and 

heavy metal. Billy and Fame put all the 

pseudo artists to shame behind a 

blistering wall of sound. Includes A 

remix by DJ Premier. 

Single in store January 
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Culture but obviously can't partake in it? 

Jake Holgate 
Eugene, Oregon 

Although Ann Powers's essay was well 
thought-out and intelligently written, she 
is mistaken in contrasting "conventional 
feminism" (which she deems "focused 
on women's socially imposed weak- 
nesses") with Girl Culture. While it is 
true that some feminists stress victim- 
ization instead of women's tremendous 
power, every movement has its 
conflicting messages. Feminism and 
Girl Culture are one and the same. 

Sarah Terez 

Milwaukee, Wisconsin 

Fox on the Run 

Tamara Palmer's article detailing the 
struggle of women in the rave main- 
stream ["Dancing Queens," November] 
was spot on. One thing though: The 
name of our "Fox Force Five" event was 
tongue-in-cheek. The event was an 
effort to expose Omaha. Nebraska, to 
formidable female talent, and it is in this 
same spirit that we routinely book top 
female DJs who are all too often 
passed over for male headliners. 

Rick Crandon 

UFO Productions 

West End, New Jersey 

Think Pink 

Great. Just when I think I've carved out a 
unique identity for myself, it turns out I'm 
the epitome of Girl Culture ["Girls, Girls, 
Girls," November]. My politics, my music, 
my clothes, even my religion (I'm Wiccan) 
are part of the movement. I don't know 
whether to scream 'cause in my attempt 
to be a nonconformist I conformed, or to 
cheer that so many grrris and womyn are 
finally standing up and taking power. 

April Wiza 

Beaverton, Oregon 

I applaud 'Busts Sex Tips for Boys* 
[November). With women's sexuality 
I traditionally labeled shameful and the 
media still programming females to 
attend to men's pleasure rather than 
their own, it was wonderful to see Spin 
teach women to take charge of their 
own desire — safely and shamelessly. 
Gauri S. Tilak 

President, Speaking of Sex 
Northwestern University 
Evanston, Illinois 

How could you omit the classic Ladies 
and Gentlemen, the Fabulous Stains 
from your "Girls on Film" [November] 
section? Diane Lane starts her own 
band, steals her boyfriend's song, rocks 
the malls of America, learns the Impor- 



tant Lesson of Individuality, then cleans 
herself up and sells out anyway. Surely 
Courtney Love must have seen it at 
least once. 
Bill Frost 

Salt Lake City. Utah 

Will December s Spin be "The Boy 
Issue"? I hope so: I want to know what it 
feels like to see my "Boy Culture" boiled 
down to a numbered list. 

Adam Roesch 

Minneapolis, Minnesota 

I found your inclusion of "cutting" along 
with girldom fads like headwraps and 
nail polish to be unbelievably offensive. 
It's not a silly little trend to belittle but a 
horrifying, painful, desperate act done 
in times of sheer anguish. 

Meghan Slange 

New Carrollton, Maryland 

Dance Hall Basher 

Though she probably caught a lot of 
flak for "Party at Ground Zero" [Novem- 
ber], I'd like to thank Jane Dark for 
acknowledging the tyranny of the happy 
ska trumpets. If such rote and vacuous 
pap is the solution to five years of guitar 
damage, please take me back to Sub 
Pop Rock City. 

Ian Whitmore 
Washington, D C. 

Jane Dark hit the nail on the head about 
the ska-pop revolution. Sadly, sudden- 
ly, the guy who plays generic rock bass 
at my local bar has all sorts of Rude Boy 
stickers plastered on his case. As lame 
and elitist as it sounds, I'm glad that the 
post-Dookie feeding frenzy is over and I 
can have punk back. And surely the ska 
craze will go the same way. Of course, 
I'll probably have stopped caring by 
then. But what are they going to do with 
the inevitable metal revival — put Rob 
Halford on a Vespa? 

Dave Johnson 

Walnut Creek, California 

Jane Dark spent so much time finding 
the words to criticize every radio-friendly 
band that she could think of that she 
didn't realize Smash Mouth, Sugar Ray, 
and 311 are by no means ska and do 
not claim to be! 

Julia Wright 
Milpitas, California 

I can't understand why Jane Dark Is 
getting so t>ent out of shape over the 
popularity of ska. Because the lyrics 
aren't written like sentences? Because 
they don't make total sense? The cho- 
ruses are obvious and idiotic? The 
music all sounds the same? C'mon — 
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this is pop music. "Revolutionary" is for 
all the bands that never get played on 
the radio. Don't worry, most of these 
ska groups will be back playing the bars 
they came from in a year or two. And 
then you'll have a new batch of pop 
music to bitch about. 
Matt Worley 

Albuquerque, New Mexico 

I'd much rather be bombarded by tunes 
like "Fly" than crippled by teen angst, 
the Spice Giris. organgsta rap. Ska 
may not be dripping with depth, but at 
least it's positive. 

Casey Brown 

Miami, Florida 

Femme Fatale 
In her article about young women who 
kill their newborns ["Good Giris, Dead 
Babies." November], Elissa Schappell 
compares the way these girls must feel 
to the way she felt after getting an 
abortion. I don't doubt it. The Right to 
Life movement has won the cultural 
battle by making many Americans 
believe that abortion equals neonaticide. 
Right-wing politicians and religious 
leaders have turned teen pregnancy 
into a potentially tragic impasse by 
effectively scratching abortion off the 
list of acceptable options. 

Eric Laursen 

New York, New York 

The Band Plays On 
You fail us all by discontinuing your 
hugely important "AIDS: Words from 
the Front" column. For years, Spin chal- 
lenged pseudoscience and medical 
authoritarianism much in the same way 
the underground press once challenged 
the military establishment during the 
Vietnam War. We've lost a crucial 
pipeline for public dissent on the dis- 
ease, as well as a counterpoint to a 
mainstream media unreasonably soft 
on medical "authority." 

Paul Lineback 
Coos Bay, Oregon 

Penis Lessons 
I have a question for Mr. Sean Landers 
[Genius Lessons. November]: Why 
would I, or any other woman, send you 
naked pictures with no promise of gel- 
ting any in return? 

Jennifer Monica Diaz 

Pen Argyl. Pennsylvania 

Write Going Postal. 6 West 18th 
Street. New York. NY lOOII. or e-mail 
5pln0nline@a0l.com. Always Include 
your full name and phone number for 
verification. Letters may be edited 
for length and clarity. 



Migraine Boy: Still angry 
after all these months... 



The Apple doesn't fall far from 
the tree, but it falls hard — and In 
Fiona's case, on its fucking 
head Thank you ever so much 
for John Weir's cover story 
["GIri Trouble," November]: 
Now I know that my immediate, 
gut-level, and seemingly irra- 
tional disgust for that whining, 
self-obsessed. Keane-eyed 
trauma queen was completely 
justified. Not only does she tell 
the same exact stones (the Dog, 
the Rape, the Tantrums, the 
Horrorl) ad nausea to every 
gullible reporter, she exaggei 
ates more than Courtney Love 
on a good day. For example, Ms. 
Crabapple's rendition of the 
Carrie-like "Amanda Whealon" 
birthday plot: Don't you Hnd it a 
little far-fetched that, circa 1987, 
prepubescent boys were flash- 
ing ten-dollar wagers like chump 
change? I was ten then, too, 
and that much money would 
have kept me in Pez for a hog- 
wild month. 

Fiona must have aced Reme- 
dial Media Posing 101 . How piti- 
ful is a statement like "I decidad 
if I was going to be exploKed, 
then I would do the exploiting 
myseir?! If she wants to push 
some units by cavorting around 
in size-four halter tops and 
blue-lace teddies, that's her 
prerogative — but Fiona, please 
don't try to pretend it's some sly. 
postfemlnist meta-media game. 
They're using you, baby doll, 
and you're simply rationalizing 
It. If you really want to make a 
statement, how about sporting 
a burlap bag in your next video, 
preferably draped over yr heed? 
Fiona is indeed every girl you 
knew in junior high. Mr. Weir. 
Only problem is, girlfriend is 
supposed to be a woman by 
now. I'm 20, as well, and through 
with trying to act all "freaky and 
possessed" to get attention 
And if I had a proverbial nickel 
for every belle jar I 've met with 
"hair horns" and a navel ring. I'd 
be as wealthy as Fiona's ZoloR 
supptyman. 

Love. 

Tony Stockton 
Rhhmond. Virginia 




A New Album Featuring 8 Studio and 8 Live TYacks. 
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Grape 

Expectations 

Black Grape are famous for trouble funk and making trou- 
ble. But now Shaun Ryder and Co. have finally found their 
gangsta's pardise 

PHOTOGRAPH BY DEAN CHALKEY 



A brief illustration of the Black Grape 
sense of humor: Onstage last year at 
New York's Irving Plaza, the group's 
singer. Shaun Ryder, tries to tell a joke. 
■Right, then," he asks. "What's this?" 
Ryder propels himself fonward in an 
imaginary wheelchair, then stretches his 
arms out in a sort of horizontal sky dive 
"Superman 5!" A groan from the Brits in 
the audience, who get Ryder's banter: 
from the Americans, aghast silence. 

This touching moment from the band's 
1996 American tour is Black Grape all 
over. They are a big bar-funk outfit that 
specializes in sick humor and suspect 
behavior. With rap sheets as long as your 
arm and two frontmen (Ryder and rapper 
Paul "Kermif Leveridge) who've shared 
the full monty of dmg habits, they bring 
new meaning to the term "License to III." 
So it's a surprise that the winter of 1 997 
finds them in such rude health. Here in 
the bar of a swank London hotel, the two 
are immaculately dressed, sipping Guin- 
nesses and yakking on about their 
favorite Spice Giri. 

"Got to be Sporty Spice," Kermit says. 

"She's good." adds Ryder. "She's like 
a proper woman, isn't she?" 

Ryder formed his brazenly improper 
first band, Happy Mondays, in Manches- 
ter in the early '80s, choosing from a social 
circle of hooligans, stoners, and petty 
cnminals. They played mesmeric idiot 
funk, but their music could only be adjunct 
to the Mondays' antics, which tended 
toward felonies. They were the sort of 
band who would pick up a prostitute, then 
dnjg and rob her. (Ryder's bassist brother 
Paul did that in Brazil: Shaun later reim- 
bursed the irate woman.) The inevitable 
messy end came in 1 992 after Ryder 
added crack sprees to his 1 3-year-old 
intermittent henain habit. When he 
announced a year later that he was form- 
ing Black Grape with the equally nolonous 
Kermit and the Mondays' non-playing 
and all-dancing Bez, the U K. press 
simply readied their Ryder obituaries. 

The laugh was on them, though. The 
band's riotous debut. It's Great Wien 
You're Straight. ..Yeah, struck a note with 
dance hedonists and rock fans alike, 
and sold neariy a million copies worid- 
wide. As resurrections go, Ryder's was 
Lazams plus the ending of the first two 



Alien movies. Pari of the reason for their 
success is that Ryder finally has a pro- 
ducer who is one of the gang. Cypress 
Hill and Madonna mixer Danny Saber, 
now a full-time member. 

"Danny's exactly the same type of 
person we are," says Ryder. "Only dou- 
ble-straight all the time." He may also 
be the only person qualified to capture 
something from the chaos of drinking 
and shouting that constitutes Black 
Grape's recording sessions. "He wears 
a wrestling mask in the studio," Kermit 
says, "to get us in the mood to do 
vocals." 

Grape's newly released follow-up. 
Stupid Stupid Stupid, confirms that 
they're the wortd's forenrost (okay, only) 
punk-funk-ragga-jungle-hip-hop-Stax 
revue. There are goofy samples, lyrics 
cribbed off soda cans, and Ryder's 
strangely appealing bronchial voice. A 
British radio DJ once played a sample 
of Grandpa from The Simpsons over 
the song "Reverend Black Grape"; it 
was impossible to distinguish which 
was the old man and which the quasi- 
criminal pop star. Ryder says it made 
him proud. 

Stupid s raucous good time belies a 
troublesome gestation. Bez left the group 
last year, citing fatigue, and Kermit was 
out for most of 1995 and 1996 with a 
critical illness that attacked his heart. 
"My kidneys went, a valve in my heart 
burst, you name it," explains Kermit 
now. "My body just collapsed. Doctors 
were telling my family I had a one in 
three chance of living. It made me think 
about things a lot more." 

Ryder likewise seems to be shedding 
his title as chief chemical conrespon- 
dent — "It's boring when everyone thinks 
you're Mr. Dnjgs Man," he says — and 
is settling into the role of respected "char- 
acter." His mad vision is swimming into 
focus, too. The best track on Stupid is 
called "Dadi Waz a Badi,' a cheeky hymn 
to the joys of crime and bad role models. 
But at its heart, it's not about his dad at all, 
it's really about Ryder's wondering if he's 
a good father. "You know," Ryder consid- 
ers, swilling his Guinness around, "We 
never get that deep. It should have been 
Dadi Is a Workaholic,' but that doesn't 
rhyme, does it?" ANDREW HARRISON 



Can I be one off the best runners in the world, 

by dreaming like a Kenyan, 

by ignoring 38 degrees and iight rain, 

by running 10 x 400 in 56 instead off 57, 

by ingesting iess cafffeine, 

by protecting my tendons ffrom my ambition? 

i can. 




Contact high: The 
drugs don't need to work. 



Night-Glo 



The Eyeball Gets Accessorized 



What's a fashion-forward club kid 
to do? Tattoos and body pierc- 
ings have become beer ad sta- 
ples, and pretty soon they'll be 
selling Manic Panic at BabyGap. 
Enter fluorescent contacts. Popu- 
lar with Prodigy and the rave kids 
who love them, the lenses look 
pale yellow in daylight, but under 
black lights glow a deep, eerie 



green. Dr. Mitchell Cassel, whose 
New York City lab designs cus- 
tom contacts for movies and 
music videos, has been doing a 
steady business in the dyed eye- 
pieces for the last year. Cassel 
has found that yellow works best 
in clubs; ravers, he says, are also 
picking up fluorescent smiley 
faces, stars, and flowers. 



Cartoonish eye-morphing, 
though, doesn't come cheap: A 
standard yellow pair costs $250, 
while the hand-painted designs 
can go for more than $500. And, 
as with everything else, you 
should be prepared to upgrade: 
Zombie-style mirrored lenses, 
Cassel reports, are coming soon. 

DAVID A. GREENE 



IDIOT/SAVANT 

Spin Doctor 

DJ Spooky's groove theory 

New York City's Paul D. Miller— a. k. a. DJ Spooky 
That Subliminal Kid — is a Renaissance B-boy, a 
turntablist intellectual with mad academic skills who 
was just picked up by Geffen. Check it: He's got a 
handful of LPs that make DJ Shadow sound like 
Hanson: he taps out weighty online manifestos; and 
he's the only mixmaster with a Whitney Biennial instal- 
lation on his vita. But the aim of this head-spinning 
erudition is really quite simple: to promote DJing as 
the end-of-millennium art form. You don't think recy- 
cling cultural detritus at crazy volumes constitutes 
capital-A Art? Read on. WILL HERMES 



Hie Mix as Modem Utopia 

Calling it music that's sculpted from endless fragments, 
SpookyJselieves DJ mixology reflects our pedal-to-the- 
metal lives on the binary highway. "In the mix," he 
wnites, "creator and remixer are woven together.. .[mir- 
roring] the modem macrocosm of cyberspace where 
different voices and visions constantly collide and 
cross-fertilize one another." The upshot? Nothing short 
of a polysexual Utopia. "It is through [this] reconfigura- 
tion of ethnic, national, and sexual identity," says our 
man Spooky, "tfiat humanity will, hopefully, move into 
another era of social evolution." Still, whether school- 
ing Metallica on the "de-territorializing" of breakbeats 
(see Spooky's entry on the Spawn soundtrack) really 
constitutes social evolution is. of course, debatable. 

Enigmatic for tlie People 

Spooky name-checks Iannis Xenakis (the Trent 
Reznor of contemporary classical) and ttie tag team of 
Gilles Deleuze and Felix Guattari, philosophical 
pranksters who wrote txjoks that even theory- 
ubeimensch Michel Foucault found tough going. 
Here's Spooky under their influence: "...motor sensory 
loop-running feedback across interiocked skin sec- 
tors. Self-organizing pragmatics of flux. Get the pic- 
ture?" Actually, no. 

Opus Maximus 

Still missing Spooky's genius? You'll have to wait 
for his long- 
promised opus, 

i ihwil^ FiowMyBiooame 

■ njl l^H ilQj^^ Said, a volume 

Wr' A^^'VnWrll °' original riffs and 

samples (Plato. 
Susan Sontag, 
Deleuze) that 
remains in mix- 
down. Hey, you 
can't rush Art. 



Spooky 
behind the 
wheels 
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Fear and loathing in North America 



->'l can't tjelieve these people are 

educating our kids," said the parents 
of a Colof ado first grader wtio was 
suspended for half a day from 
school after a teacher caught him 
distributing lemon drops to his 
classmates. The watchful teacher 



tielieved the candies. tx>ught at a 
health food store, were drugs and 
the pupils' parents were urged to 
take their children to the hospital for 
tests. The accused perpetrator's 
parents were indignant, calling the 
response 'complete hysteria." 



A new program has been 
established in New York City that 
automatically notifies victims of 
violent crimes when their as- 
sailants are released or escape 
from custody. "The most impor- 
tant information we can offer." said 
the city's conections commission- 
er. "Is whether we have ttie 
Inmate or not." 

Following numerous com- 



plaints, the Canadian Broadcast 
Standards Council released an 86- 
psge decision concerning the 
presence of ample-tressed shock 
Jock Howard Stem on Canadian 
airwaves. The council ruled that 
Stern 'surpassed the permissi- 
ble' in calling French Quebeckers 
'complete pussies' and 'pecker- 
heads.' More than 1.000 com- 
plaints have been made against 



Stem in Canada, and the council 
has stated that the two stations 
that carry his show have violated 
the Canadian Association of 
Broadcasters code of ethics by 
broadcasting his 'abusiveiy dis- 
criminatory' remarks. 

Hunter Tylo. an erstwhile Mel- 
rose Place cast memlwr who nev- 
er got on the air. is suing the show 
for wrongful termination and 
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Disappearing Act 

Reintroducing Radish, the little band that couldn't 




Kids can be so mean. When the video 
for Radish's "Simple Sincerity" was 
aired for MTV's 12 Angry Viewers in 
November, the show's armchair critics 
glowered at the screen. "Goinge is 
dead.' sneered one juror. "Hanson 
gone bad," quipped another, rating the 
dip by the Texas power trio led by 1 6- 
year-old Ben Kweller a "one" out of a 
possible five. So much for one of the 
next-big-things of 1997: Radish's debut 
album, Restramirfg Bolt, has sold just 
12,000 copies since its AphI release. 

Radish are a texttxxjk example of 
the publicity machine gone awry. In 
early 1996, when second-generation 
grunge such as Silverchair was still the 
rage, everybody wanted a piece of 
then-14-year-old Kweller. Maverick 
Records owner Madonna invited him to 
her tiouse, as did Interscope Records 



head Jimmy lovine; Courtney Love even 
called Kweller up on behalf of Mercury 
Records chairman Danny Goldberg. In 
all, 14 majors bid for Radish's favor, but 
Mercury "won" the hig^i-profile signing 
war. offering the band a three-album deal 
worth an estimated two million dollars. 

Then, two weeks before Restraining 
Bolts release, the New Voriterran a 
7,000-word profile of the band. Both 
breathless and the slightest bit conde- 
scending, it wondered, "Is a 1 5-year-old 
guitar idol what the music industry 
needs?" The New York Post followed 
with its own rock savior story, "And a 
Chikj Shall Lead Them." Right idea, 
wrong kid, wrong sound: In a year when 
teen sensations — Hanson, LeAnn 
Rimes, Jonny Lang — seemed like a sure 
thing. Radish were the odd kiser out. 

While Kweller was being anointed in 



the press, Hanson, 
another Mercury find, 
was quietly adopted by 
a patron even more 
powerful than Danny 
Goldberg — Top 40 radio. 
Neariy 60 stations added 
Hanson's "MMMBop" a 
month t>efore their debut 
hit the stores. "[Hanson 
are] determined to help 
steer music away from 
goinge and back toward 
an unabashedly tuneful 
sound," noted Billtioard. 

Around the same 
time. Radish's first sin- 
gle, "Little Pink Stars." 
failed to crease Bill- 
boanfs charts; its com- 
panion clip, full of Seattle 
sonic tics and visual 
cliches, was ignored by 
MTV. Though the band 
played the second stage 
of Lollapalooza last summer, a second 
single, "My Guitar," immediately disap- 
peared. As of mid-Novemt)er, only 14 
rock radio stations nationwide were 
playing Radish's third single, "Simple 
Sincerity," and MTV had yet to add the 
clip to regular rotation. 

"I think all the attention paid to the 
signing got in the way of people really 
appreciating the music," says GoW- 
berg. "It drives me crazy thinking atwut 
it because I believe in it so much." 

Indeed, the Radish backlash set in 
before the public heard its first note. 
"I read the hype and then heard the 
record, and I couWn't match the two up," 
says Dave Richards, program director 
at Chicago's Active Rock station WRCX. 
"Radish don't matter They're too little, 
too late to cash in on grunge." Actually, 
Radish's music owes more to Kweller's 



songwriting hero Rivers Cuonx) of 
Weezer than any Seattle geezer: "Sim- 
ple Sincerity" heari<ens all the way back 
to '70s power pop. 

But Mercury, which marinated Han- 
son's fun-loving innocence to massive 
success, seems determined to push 
Radish as a flat-footed grunge band. 
Released in eariy November, long after 
cheerful pop had been established as 
1997's prevailing musical mood, the 
"Simple Sincerity" video seems woefully 
dated — a cross betw/een "Smells tJke 
Teen Spirit" and an Aerosmith clip gone 
terribly wrong. In It, Kweller plays head 
games with an angry girlfriend por- 
trayed by a model who looks ten years 
older than our sweet-faced young stud. 

It could be that Goldberg, who once 
managed Nirvana, has a sentimental 
attachment to flying the flannel. Or 
maybe Kweller, wtrase contract guaran- 
tees him creative control, isn't amenable 
to an image makeover In any case. Mer- 
cury is trying to buikj the band's audience 
overseas. An Octotjer tour of the States 
was canceled in favor of the U.K., where 
Radish sold out 400-seat duBs as a 
tieadliner. Noting that Sonk: Youth first 
broke in Europe, Goldberg is convinced 
that Radish will eventually find a large 
U.S. following. 

"Bob Mariey, U2, Bruce Springsteen, 
R.E.M. — none of these people broke or 
tfieir first record," says Goldberg, swing- 
ing into Radish hype, Mach 2, and ignor- 
ing the possibility that comparing the 
unpraven Kweller to some of music's 
most enduring icons may Just compound 
ttie damage. 

The 12 Angry Viewers certainly 
don't buy a wait-and-see approach. 
Said one citizen judge of "Simple Sin- 
cerity": "I hope a tornado comes down 
and razes this right off the earth ." 

KEITH MOERER 
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bfMch of contract. Sho dflims 

that shortly after being hired, stie 
tokj ttie show's producers that 
changes would have to be made to 
her character — according to the 
stiow, a 'sexy vixen wtto UMd Mx 
to get what site wants" — in order 
to accommodate tier pregnancy. 
Tylo daims she was tokj by the 
show to "just go out and get sn 
' if she wanted to keep 



her job. She chose to ksap iMr 

baby. The show's makers con- 
tended that ttie firing was justified 
because the character wouW not 
be "credible" If played by a 
pregnant woman. 
-> In Odober, Ansetl Personal 
Products recelled an estimated 57 
mlllk>n condoms after discovering 
that some may break. That 
doesn't mean that there are 57 mil- 



lion bad condoms, ' counseled an 

FDA spokesman. The agency 

cautk>ned consumers to check 

their rubtwrs before use. 

-> A Jamak:an govemment offi- 

dsl's proposal last summer 

to distribute condoms to prison 

Inmates and guards led to a 

riot at a Kingston jail, killing four 

inmates. 

^ The newly independent Tricon 



Gtobal Restaurants Inc. (parent of 
Pizza Hut) aims to dominate the 

highly competitive pizza market 
"Some pizzas about to come out," 
promised Chairman and CEO 
AiKlrall E. Pearson In the Wall 
Street Journal, "will bring tefiw 
to the hearts' of rivals. 
-> Meg Ryan and Tom Hanks win 
start shooting the "e-mail romance' 
You Have MaH this month. 



•9 Last fUI,fl«ry Republican rep- 
resentative Curt WekJon used his 
weekly radio address to questXM 
whether the Cold War Is rssRy . . . 
over. Pemaps, he suggested, Pres- 
kjent Clinton is only giving Ameri- 
cans a feel-good' false sense of 
security. We don't know for sure 
that there are no missiles 'polnlad 
at the children" of America. y.'y 
"Some." said WeWon. "would 'r';- 



■ Analyzing the methods in the madness of organizing CDs 



Our disc collections are a shaky outline 
of our personas, revealing who we 
align ourselves with — hip-hop heads, 
indie sensitivities, sound geeks — but 
not much else. A better indicator of 
who we are is the way we catalog (or in 
some cases, don't) those flimsy plastic 
boxes. Below, a look at the stacking 
systems of four budding domestics 
and what the psychoanalytic bible — 
The Diagnostic and Statistical Manual, 
Fourth Edition — suggests it says 
about them. michaeu. agovino 





David Strauss age: 30 no. of cos: 4,000 




Evan Rothman 

AGE: 28 NO. OF CDs: 250 



Occupation: magazine editor 
Organizing principle: painstaking- 
ly exact: alphabetical by band (angry 
English guys are well represented), 
then cross-referenced chronologically 
by year of release. The double-CD slot 
at the bottom of each tower "irks" him, 
because it breaks up an artist's stack. 
Reason: "Shoe boxes weren't cutting 
it anymore." Time devoted to 
organizing CDs (weeldy): 15 min- 
utes What it says about him: 'I 
should've been a librarian." What 
the DSM-IV says: Obsessive- 
Compulsive Disorder 



Occupation: DJ Organizing 
principle: none whatsoever. Piles 
up a genre riot of CDs "wherever 
there's room in the apartment. But 
I'm running out of flat surfaces — 



soon I'll be out on the street." 
Reason: too busy organizing the 
rest of his life Time devoted to 
organizing CDs (weekly): zero, 
but can take hours to find one (as a 



result, has preference for box sets). 
What it says about him: "I prob- 
ably had a minor mishap during earty 
childhood." What the DSM-IV 
says: Disorganized Type 




Lissa Townsend Rodgers age: 26 
NO. OF CDm: doBsn t know: bad at counting guess: 250 



Occupation: freelance writer Organizing princi- 
ple: stacked alphabetically by genres and moods — 
i.e., soul, loud guitar, film noir soundtracks, and great 
singers — plus Ann-Margret(!). Doesn't use a CD tower, 
so her cats constantly knock them over. Reason: "If I'm 
in the mood for something, I just yank it off that pile." 
Time devoted to organizing CDs (weekly): 20 
minutes What It says about hen "That I don't know 
what I want in life, but I probably have a vague idea." 
What the DSM-IV says: Bipolar Personality; subject 
to mood swings 




Susan Kingsbury 

AGE: 29 NO. OF CDs: around 450 



Occupation: computer consultant Organizing prin- 
ciple: by both geographical location and interpersonal 
relationships. Bands from the British Isles are all in the 
same general vicinity, while New York and L A. acts are far 
apart. Keeps Chrissie Hynde away from Jim Kerr, 
"because they had a nasty breakup," but close to Ray 
Davies, since their breakup was an amicable one. 
Reason: "Geography has a lot to do with the music. As 
for the relationship part, I have no clue." Time devoted 
to organizing CDs (weekly): 30 minutes What it 
says about hen "I'm a goofball " What the DSM-IV 
says: Partner Relational Problem ("[a clinical pattem] of 
interaction between spouses or partners") 



pretend these situations Just 
don't exist.' 

Glaciologists have discovered 
that the western sectkjn of the 
massive Antarctic ice sheet is cur- 
rently unstable. Within the next 
1 ,000 years, it will rTK>st likely 
melt. When that happens, the sea 
level «»ill rise by about 30 feet, 
causing extensive damage to 
coastal areas across tt)e glot)e. 



According to the head of the Lab- 
oratory for Coastal Research at 
the University of Maryland, 'There 
would be just no way to deal.* 
-> In an attempt to control the 
grxjwth of local animal popula- 
tions, L A 'S Animal Regulation 
Commissnn has proposed bill- 
boards aimed at pet ownera. The 
ads would feature the headline 

BIRTX CONTfKJL SAVES LIVES along 



with black-and-white photos of ten 
garbage cans overflowing with 
dead dogs and cats. "We have to 
raise the level of understanding of 
pet overpopulation." said com- 
missioner Kim Hunter. 'I wanted 
to show exactly what happens." 

After being convicted of cruel- 
ty to animals, a 58-year-okJ Con- 
necticut resident has bieen barred 
from owning any pets as a con- 



ditkin of her probatkm. The woman 
was charged with stabbing her 
cat to death with a steak knife. 

The charge against her will be 
dropped in a year if she success- 
fully completes her probation. 

Last year, the Supreme Court 
ruled that states can imprison cer- 
tain violent "sexual predators" 
indefinitely, even after they have 
already served out their sentence. 



Such confinement is justified 

(and not double punishment or a 
violation of the right to due 
process), the court said, when the 
person is 'mentally abnormal' 
ani likely to commit new crimes. 
^ A move to create a retirement 
community for former zoo goril- 
las has faced surprising resis- 
tance in the Georgia town where 
philanthropists planned to build 
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01998 Callard & Bowsar-Stxrhard Inc. 



http://www.altoid8.com 



Till' niintui ivtmJ, ivc (/<»■(/ to Lnoir, irnn t t / v for rctril^tithm. Tlic iiii-ii irlm have Jc'stroveJ it will uccomjy ili ivivinrc, — li^illitim FiiiilliniT 




Tanzania is the Last Great Refug^e of African 
Wildlife and tke Cradle of M_ankind. 
Hand in kand witK tlie people of Tanzania, 
««:?r*^MpH(^- workings to preserve this precious, 

primeval leg^acy for all of our children. 



Tanzania Wildlife Fund 

6\^5 Ai^atli.son Avenue, Suite 2001, New York, NY 10022 
Phone: 2 12-355-2252 * Fax: 212-371-6885 



You tan liel|» tlie Tanzania Wildlile Fund in ils ^rass-roots priigrani-s l<i preserve African wildlife and rainltirest. 

iWiilfi HI maiaha. — \V^ater is life. 




Airhead: Todd 

Richards on the pipe 



Cold Weather 
Crazies 

The new breed of Winter Olympic sports 



Be thankful that the Greeks never played 
in the snow. If they had. centuries of 
storied tradition would have kept us from 
ever seeing such bizarre Winter Olympic 
events as bobsled and luge. Now. for this 
month's games in Nagano, Japan, snow- 
boarding and women's ice hockey have 
l>een added to the roster. But can they 
make the Olympic cut? Here, a look at 
some of the more recent left-of-the-dial 
Olympic entries and how they've fared. 

JIM HUMES 



Snowboarding 

Lowdown: Since hitting the 
slopes 30 years ago. snowboard- 
ing has gone from being a thorn 
in skiers' sides to a marketing hit. 
The Nagano games will include 
half pipe and giant slalom events 
and should feature the world's 
best drug-free nders. 
Fate: With CBS dedicating huge 
chunks of coverage to the sport, 
top riders like Todd Richards and 
Shannon Dunn become house- 
hold names, and McDonald's. 



smelling tie-in. fashions Happy 
Meal action heroes in their like- 
nesses. An Olympic regular. 



Women's Ice 
Hockey 

Lowdown: Chicks with sticks. 
Played just like the men's game, 
only the brawls are far more inter- 
esting. 

Fate: Like the WNBA, a sport 
whose time has come. Should 
become a major force at the 2002 
games, when blood rivalries start 
heating up. 

Freestyle Skiing 

Lowdown: Also called hot-dog 
' (or wiener) skiing. Skiers compete 
in moguls, for speed and style, 
and aerials, which is comparable 
to jumping off a 20-meter high dive 
and having to land on your feet. 
Fate: A demonstration sport in 
1988. and a medal sport since 
'92. Truly amazing (and painful) 
to watch, freestyle will continue to 
legitimize glorified ski bums. 



Luge 

Lowdown: Sledding gone bal- 
listic. Buriy people don bodysuits, 
lie down on a sled, and scream 
feetfirst down a banked run. 
Fate: Deemed too dangerous, 
the sport was kept out of the 
Olympics untiM964. High risk 
factor, plus the pleasing sound of 
the word "luge," have secured its 
place in the Games. 

I Skeleton Cresta 

I Lowdown: A sled, or skeleton, 
I ridden headfirst. A stepping stone 
to a career as a rodeo cbwn or 
big-wave surfer. 
Fate: The skeleton has only 
been held in St. Mohtz in '28 and 
'48, where there's a special track. 
Just slightly more ndiculous than 
the luge, it's once again being 
considered for the 2002 games, 
when it will undoubtedly lake off 
with a U.S. public nostalgic for 
American Flyers. 



Short-Track Speed 
Skating 

Lowdown: Roller derby on ice. 
Skaters race en masse around a 
short track in a single lane. 
Elbows fly, knees chum, and 
there's definitely a header or two. 
Fate: A demonstration sport in 
the '88 Games, and a medal 
sport since '92. The U.S. has a 
brilliantly named contender in 
teenage wunderkind Apolo Ohno, 
but unless skaters wear spiked 
gloves, what's the point? 



Speed Skiing 

Lowdown: Like downhill skiing, 
except none of those confusing 
turns. Racers get in a tuck and hit 
speeds of up to 150 MPH. 
Fate: Despite its twisted appeal, 
this one-shot '92 demonstration 
sport will probably never be seen 
again. Skiing for mutants. 



Curling 

Lowdown: The shuffleboard of 
the winter games. One person 
spins (or curts) a granite stone 
down the ice, while teammates 
armed with push brooms and 
shaved ice make it stop on a 
dime. Wow! 

Fate: A demonstration sport in 
'88 and '92, abandoned in '94. 
and now, defying all rational judg- 
ment, a medal sport in Nagano. 
The International Olympic 
Committee must be on the take. 



mm 



Key to Success 

Violence integral to sport 
E9 Extreme wipe-outs 

Eastern European groupies 

Disney movie potential 
^3 Nike-worthy athletes 

Sport exists outside Olympics 
IS9 No lung capacity required 
3fll Nomial kkls don't do this growing up 
^3 Aerodynamic body suits 



the project. Petitions signed by 
"Concerned Citizens Against Goril- 
las in Fannin County' warned that 
the simians could put residents at 
risk, perhaps even infect them with 
the AIDS vims. The project's coor- 
dinator scoffed at such allegations. 
"Maybe," he told the Wall Street 
Journal, "they've watched Ouf- 
break too many limes." 

Two Canadian scientists 



researching geophagy, or the 
practice of dirt eating, recently 
published findings on the nutrition- 
al value of soil in North Carolina, 
China, and Zimbabwe. Though the 
traditk>n of dining on dirt — espe- 
cially among the poor — dates back 
almost two centuries, the 
researchers warn against eating 
just any old ground. "The sticky 
point is today you don't want 



contaminated soil," one re- 
searcher said. "What with industry, 
you don't know what's in it." Good 
dirt, on the other hand, isn't just 
uncontaminated: it's good for 
you. Soil in ftorth Carolina is rich 
in Iron and Iodine; though eating it 
'sounds a little bizarre." she says, 
"There's mental retardation in the 
worid caused by a lack of those 
elements." 



A survey conducted by the U.S. 
Conference of Mayors reports that 
four out of five U.S. cities have a 
nighttime youth curfew. According 
to a Tulsa, Oklahoma, official, "There 
is generally no useful purpose for 
a juvenile to be out late at night." 
^ In November, senators heard 
testimony from a father who 
blames Marilyn Manson for his 
son's suicide. "I failed to recognize 



that my son was holding a hand 
grenade, and it was live, and it was 
going to go off in his mind,' he 
recounted. At issue was the possibil- 
ity of more stringent parental warn- 
ings on music. Connecticut Democ- 
rat Joseph Liet>ennan consoled the 
father. "Almost every parent in 
America woukj do what you did," he 
said. It didn't kxsk like a hand 
grenade. It looked like a CD * e 
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Wuien Mi mm 

Far and wide, the MTV juggernaut marches on 



Flip channels almost anywhere on the 
planet and sooner or later you'll land on 
MTV. Though the world's largest network 
reaches an astonishing 305 million 
households, MTV claims it doesn't 
impose American culture on foreign 
lands. Instead, It airs some fomn of Indige- 



nous entertainment mixed with varying 
doses of imports. Yet, wherever you find 
it, you'll never mistake it for anything but 
Music Television. Perhaps, as evidenced 
by MTV's nine foreign outposts below, the 
tnjest universal language is lust for the 
12-to-34 demographic. DANIEL RADOSH 






otsniBunoN: 31 .3 million households, served 
by eight separate channels heavy ROTATioth 
half kx:al (with no inten'egional crossover), 
haHimports(Spice 
Girts. Mariah Carey, 
Celine Dion) what 
TOUVRMrrtcEiin 
Singapore. Jar>et 
Jackson's new 
0 album (banned by 

- the government); in 

Joey Boy Malaysia. Singled 

Out ("We wookln't want to be seen encouraging 
' young people to date,' says an MTV Asia 
executive); anywtiere on the continent. Beaws 
and Butt-head LOCAL Htnt TVMTV. two guys 
run a pirate music channel out of a tree house 
wa iMPotTti House ofStyie APMOxnura 

STAOC OF VIDCO DCVELOPMENT: ' I Want a NCW 

Drug' BBWAai ori MTV Interactive, a wrtless, 
American-styte hyp(r>g of the Internet 



MTV Australia ' 



Dim iMiTioN: 200.000 households hcaw 
■OTATiOHi American R&B. German dance 
music (less than one quarter of programming 
is local) LOCAL HiTi Didge Indie, an analog to 
our Indie Outing %to import: The Real World 
(especially the season with the Australian cast 
member) Amoxi- 

MATI ST AO! OP VIDIO 
MVELOPtMMTi 

'Smells Like Teen 
Spirit' uwA*iopi 
Silverchair; an alarm- 
ing number of bands 
that sound like 
Silverchair 




Os Paralamas 
do Sucesso 



Savage Garden 



MTVBraxll ^SS» 

DisTiiBUTioN: 16,3miilion households HBAW 
■oTATtoM: 60 percent kx:al (pop. hard rock, 
reggae), 40 percent imports (Hanson, Spice 
Girls, miscellaneous classic rock) what you 
wotrr scfc R&B local httsi Barraco. a social- 
issues talk show; Throat and Neck, a 'punk 
vkleogame'that 

viewers play over the 

phone woiupoRTSi 
Seaws and Butt-head 
H^HT^^^^^^ {with subtitles) 

^^Hl^^^^^^^^ FAILCD IMPORTS: The 

W^K^^ ^^■^S VVor^tf. Lovetine 
HH^lh ^^Mv ("We don't have 
sexual problems, ■ 
explains an MTV 
Brazil executive) 

APP« OXIMATR ST AOS OP VIDCO DRVSLOPHBTTi 

"Rock You Like a Hurncar>e' bcwareops a 
remarkable fascination with Bon Jovi 



MTV Latin America 



Di*TRMUTM>N) 6.3 million house hoWs served 
by separate North and South channels heavy 
■oTATMNi in the 

Nor^, local pop fla- 
vored by U.S. hip- 
hop, in the South, 
classk: rock. 
European techno 

WHAT YOU WMJ. MOi 

Bush and No Doubt 
on Nacion Altemativa 
LOCAL HfTi Rock and 
Goat, a soccer show bio iMPotTi The Real 

World RELATIVE tTAOE OF VIDEO DEVELOPMENT: 

'Jump Around" beware op t nearly as much 
Unplugged refuse as in the U.S. 




Control Machete 




MTV Europe 



DIBTllBimOM:57.7 

million households 
served by four 
channels heavy 
ROTATKMfcintheU.K., 
bands that sound like 
Suede; elsewhere. 
, . bands that soufKJ like 

SkunkAnansie eiackstreetiocAi. 
HITS: Italy's Stylissimo fashion show mio impobti 
6eav(5 and Butt-head (in Er>glish) beware opi 
David Hasseihoff 



DisTRiBunoM]7.7millk)n households heavy 
ROTATHM: 70 percent local (mostly Hindi film 
music, some mkldle-aged cnx}ners set to dance 
beats), 30 percent imports (Bryan Adams- 
styie American rock) what you wonh- beci 
heavy metal, any video in which a cow is slaugh- 
tered (at least one has t>een nixed) local Hrrsi 
Party Zorte and Mega Mix (dance shows) bio 
k their own version of Club MTV, taped 
in Bombay failed 
iMPORTSi The Real 
World. Road Rules 

APPROXIMATE ST AOS 
OP VIDEO DEVELOP- 

ME>iT:"The Safety 

Dance' BEWARE OP: 

kx:al pop stars' inter- 
mittent attempts to 
sing in English BurATUABftNoSpica Girts 




Daler Mehndi 



MTVJa 

DISTRIBUTION: 1 .9 million hOUSeholdS HEAVY 

ROTATKMti 20 percent local. 80 percent imports. 



Eitherway, 'The key 
to making a hit.' says 
an MTV Japan exec- 
utive. 'is a song that 
can be sung by 
karaoke.' WHAT YOU 
woN*T SEE: alt-rock 
("In English is alter- 
native enough,' says 

the exec) local Hrrst MTV Pilos. a celebrity 
profile series bio imports: M7V Sporfs approxi- 
mate STAGE OF VIDEO DEVELOPMENT: 'HaS 

Anybody Seen My Baby? ' bewareofi a floatilla 
of Japanese teenytwpper rap groups 




Scha Dara Parr 




oiSTiiiBUTiONi 24.7 million households, mostly 
in Taiwan nbavv eoTATioNt 70 percent local 
(primarily weepy ballads). 30 percent imports 
(groups featuhng 
young boys. Michael 
Jackson) WHAT you 
woNn- SEEi hip-hop 

local HITSi MTV 

Campus, which tours 
colleges; Spotlight, a 
karaoke show bjb 
Singled Out 



Valen Hsu 



approximate stage of video OEVELOPMCNTt 

any country music video bcwarbopi sporadic 
Kenny Rogers appearances 



MTVNfwZcnl.md 



distr»ution: one million households heavy 
ROTATION: Coolio, PufT Daddy. Portishead local 
WT: Wrekognize. a hip-hop show bio impobtsi 
Loveline, The Grind bswabe opi rugby jokes 
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Turns out roushing up punks ain't really necessary. On account 
of most guys and gals hurt themselves by not getting enough calcium. 
So reach tfuTfor 3 glasses of milk a day. Your body will thank you. 
Especially if we don't have to tell you again. 

i MILK 

' Where's your mustache? " 



http://www.whymilk.com 




Dancehall Crasher 



Sizzia catches a fire 



Sizzia is endowed with what you might 
call the vision'n rhyme l ing. "I'm just 
a nyabingi (Rasta warrior) for the King." 
says Jamaica's latest roots reggae 



savior. "As Bob Marley say, he nuh 
come to fight flesh and blood, but spiri- 
tual wickedness in high and low 
places.' Indeed, his two recent 
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HEATHER HAVRILESKY 



releases, Praise Ye Jah and Black 
Woman and Child, confirm that Sizzia 
is on a mission from Jah. His wild lyrical 
spiels — rough-timbred dissections of 
Caribbean ghetto life, loving big-ups 
to the world's sufferers — read like 
long-lost Rastafarian scripture, while 
his intricate rhymes reinvent reggae 
DJ flow 

The former Miguel Orlando Collins 
first hit upon his mad mike science a 
few years ago working the sound sys- 
tem circuit in his native Kingston. Back 
then, the slight, doe-eyed Sizzia was 
humble enough to be mistaken for his 
manager's yard boy. Now. fueled with 
the kind of zeal rarely seen outside the 
Old Testament, the 21-year-old is 
dancehall's reigning B-boy prophet. 
When Sizzia brought his fervent mes- 
sage to the U.S. masses recently, his 
sets were greeted with a sea of waving 
Jamaican and Ethiopian flags. An indi- 
cation that, at a time when neither 
Rasta warriors nor dancehall rude 
bwoys are a pop-chart presence, Sizzia 
could lead them both to heavy rotation. 
Not that he bothers with such worldly 
concerns. "I make a little money from 
the business," Sizzia admits. "But I 
can't allow the money to take from the 
music. It's naturally in me. So I stay on 
that rhythm, that vibration. And it's 
going to be much greater " 

ELENA OUMANO 



ERYKAH BADU, "TYRONE" 

(Kedar/Universal) Giving Lil' Kim a 
run for the Queen Bee-yatch crown. 
Lady Miss Badu gives a genteel 
kiss-off to every liquor-store-hang- 
ing, no-money-having Ixjyfriend who 
ever made her split the check. 

NERVE (www.nervsma9.c0in) 

Highbrow takes on such lowbrow 
matters as orgasm addicts and randy 
apes puts this at the head of the oth- 
erwise dubious sex-site pack. Recent 
best: former bad-girl Surgeon 
General Joycelyn Elders giving her 
all on the "fvl" word- 
PR OPEUEKHeAOS (DreamWortu) 
Spinning breakbeats without the 
cfiill and doing blaxploitation without 
the guilt, this U.K. duo is the elec- 
tronica jam outfit we've bieen waiting 
for. Watch out, Phish. 

CHOW YUN-FAT Asla's hands-down 
suavest action star goes Hollywood in 
TTie Replacement Killers. Now can he 
dispatch Quenlin's girlfriend, please? 

GO ON: 365 HAIKU (Soft Skull Press) 

Can't vouch for this entire collection 
of beat-inspired poetry slams, but 
Michael Stipe, for one, lives it up on 
the droll: "She made me this soup / 
That made me bnrp for hours / Fart 
puppy breath." 

JOHN cuRRiN Pulp's cover art pick for 
their upcoming album, painter Currin 
recasts the male lust object as an 
upscale farce, which, come to think 
of it, pretty much sums up Jarvis 
Cocker, as well. 



«Chicoor 
the Man? 
A yin-and-yang campenillMii 
ol stun we ttioughl you ought 10 
knowaliout 



STAGE-OIVING NEW ENGUIND ^ ^ 

PATRIOTS Drew Bledsoe & Co. \ 
gel penalized (or piling on at an v 
Everclear show Further proof that 
steroids and grunge don't mix. 

SHAKEN AND STIDRED: THE OAVIO 
ARNOLD JAUES BOND PROJECT 

(Sire) Drier than a gin martini and 
just as tired. 

PRODIGY -SMACK MY BITCH UP* 

VIDEO Kept off MTV because of full- 
frontal stupidity, this misogyny 
motherlode is supposed to redeem 
itself at the end when we learn — 
gasp! — it's actually a woman 
woman-hater As if 

KOTTONMOUTH KINGS Two words: 

Bloodhound Gang 

NBA NO-BAGOY-SHORTS RULE The 

league's fashion police crack down 
on tent-size trunks. But now what 
atx>ut the Raptors' butt-ugly unis? 

LONGHAIRED ADULT CONTEMPORARY 
STARS STARTING THEIR OWN FOOD 

LINES First it was Linda 
McCartney's vegan vittles Now 
Lothario crooner Michael Bolton is 
coming out with his own pasta 
sauces. You can't sing; why should 
we think you can cook? 
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INCONSPICUOUS CONSUMPTION 



The IWinkie Defense 



My Australian friend David came to visit a few years ago, 
and one of the first tilings he wanted to do was go shop- 
ping. Take me to the supermarket," he saW. This is the 
sort of request I'm only too happy to accommodate, so off 
we went to inspect the state of American consumer cul- 
ture. We were having a fine time, nodding appreciatively 
at the wonders of the cereal aisle and going over the finer 
points of processed meats, when we apprt>ached a big 
display of Hostess confections. Davkj picked up a pack of 
Tvnnkies and examined it quizzicaily. "What are these?' 
he asked. 

This isn't so simple a query as it might initially 
appear. How do you quickly explain the full scope of 
Twinkles — their iconlclty, their ubiquity, their plasticity, 
their simultaneous brilliance and uselessness, their 
perfect representation of both the culture that created 
them and the culture they created — to someone 
who's never seen them before? David may as well 
have walked up to a globe, pointed at the United 
States, and said, "What's this?" 

This basic lesson — that even the simplest consumer 
items can often reveal huge fault lines between cul- 
tures — was reinforced recently when I received an 
unsolicited package. InskJe were four different brands of 
an exotic-looking Asian canned beverage I'd never seen 
beiore: basil seed drink with honey. Two of the cans 
were from Thailand, the other two from Taiwan. Placed 
in a row on my kitchen counter, they seemed to gather 
strength in numbers — one can of basil seed drink would 
have been an interesting novelty, but four distinct brands 
suggested the presence of a major consumer category 
I'd completely missed: Asian Twinkles, so to speak. 

My usual ethnic food experts were stumped by basil 
seed drink, so I took the cans down to my local Thai 
restaurant, where I learned that the beverage is quite 
common in Southeast Asia and that many additional 
brands are available. Envisioning an entire supermar- 



ket aisle stocked floor to ceiling with nothing but basil 
seed drink, I asked why Thai restaurants in America 
don't offer the product. "Oh," came the response, 
"Americans wouldn't like it." 

I'm not so sure about that. Having opened a few 
of the cans myself, I can report that basil seed drink is 
probably no threat to Coke or Pepsi, but its flavor — 
sweet and mildly fruity, with none of the herblness its 
name might lead you to expect — is palatable enough. 
The big problem is the squishy little seeds, which look 
like furry aphids as they float in the bottle and feel like 
congealed lint going down. It's pretty gross, but the 
sensation provided by a nxiuthful of the stuff is almost 
identical to the one you get when drinking Oriiitz, that 
annoying soda with the lava lamp-shaped bottles and 
the little gkibules of gelatin floating around inside. 
Orbitz reportedly has sold quite well, so perhaps more 
imaginative packaging is all that's standing between 
basil seed drink and a spot on American grocery 
shelves. 

The same probably cannot be said, however, of 
pondaeggi, a Korean foodstuff that looks a lot like bug 
larvae — because that's what it is. A friend of mine, who 
recently spent a year living in Korea and sent back two 
different brands of canned pondaeggi, says the prod- 
uct is "common, cheap, and very popular' at Korean 
groceries and outdoor maritets — it has attained a 
Twinkie-like ubiquity, in other words. Interestingly, he 
also found that while Koreans often urged him to sam- 
ple the local cuisine, they made an exception for pon- 
daeggi: "Not a single person suggested that I try pon- 
daeggi. They assumed I wouldn't like it." 

It's not hard to see why. Upon opening one of the 
cans he sent, I discovered that the off-putting photo- 
graph of the bugs on the label was an alarmingly accu- 
rate representation of the can's contents. Even worse 
was the rancid smell, vrfiich quickly filled the room and 




What a hypothetical Iranscultural exchange might took like. 



sent me running out of the house in search of fresh air. 
Initial plans for a taste test were hastily revised. 

Meanwhile, back at the supermarket, my feeble 
attempts to explain Twinkles to David were enough to 
entice him into buying a pack, which he sampled as 
soon as we left the store. "These are teriiblel" he 
exclaimed after a few bites, confusion and disgust 
competing for control of his facial expression. "And you 
say they're incredibly popular?" It was hopeless, of 
course, but whereas the Asians made no attempt to 
impose basil seed drink or pondaeggi on American 
palates, I found myself seized by a strange burst of 
nationalism and insisted that David finish his Twinkles. 
All of which highlights the real distinction between our 
consumer culture and everyone else's: Other coun- 
tries view consumerism as a simple system of trans- 
actions governed by necessity and personal taste; 
here in the States, consumerism is Manifest Destiny. 

PAULLUXAS 

Readers, manufacturers, and publicists are encouraged 
to send products, gadgets, promotional literature, and 
suggestions to Paul Lukas, Spin, 6 W. 18th St., New 
York, NY 10011. E-mail: consumer@interport.net. 



DISTINOUISHINO CHARACTERISTICS 

Digging for Clams 



Item: Oliver Peoples eyeglasses 
Parson: female, 30, cardiologist 
Quota: "Did you see that? George 
Clooney just gave her 30 mg's of epi- 
nephrine! Hal She'd be so tachycardic 
she couldn't see straight!" Wants: to 
get more sleep and still have time to 
train for that marathon in April Needs: 
a prescription drug habit Favorite 
Subject: particularly ill-fated surgical 
procedures, relayed with a deeply dis- 
turbing casual-to-amused tone 
Biggest Secret: wears those little 
white doctor shoes at home 





Item: Pixie Yates clam diggers 
Person: female, 27, production man- 
ager for TV commercials Quote: "And 
his girtfriend Is really cool. She just pub- 
lished her first novel. We're having cof- 
fee tomorrow.' Wants: to live like 
Dorothy Partner Needs: to meet some 
authors and discover for herself why 
Dorothy Parker was an alcoholic 
Favorite Subject: how her "boho 
phase' is over and she's ready to have 
nice furniture and vacation in Italy 
Biggest Secret: Once bought 
sheets at JCPenney and they were like 
half-polyester or something! 



Item: Enyce terry doth hat Person: 
male, 1 8, student Quote: "You can 
think what you want. I don't care what 
people think, yo." Wants: for you to 
think he's not wack Needs: a smack in 
the rack Favorite Subject: how he's 
"way ahead of the curve" and always 
has been Biggest Secret: His dad 
runs a miniature horse farm in Vermont. 




Item: Jockey Classic men's briefs 
Person: female, 19, cleric at Wet Seal 
Quote: "But I don't want yoga to be 
my only form of conditioning, y'know 
what I mean?" Wants: to stick to her 
"fruitarian" diet until the toxins are 
flushed from her body Needs: to quit 
smoking Favorite Subject: how the 
glass in minivan windshields actually 
amplifies the sun, which is why so many 
mothers have chicken skin on their necks 
Biggest Secret: thinks the doughnut 
shop at the minimal! puts crack in their 
jelly doughnuts ("I was flying for, like, 
two hours, okay? Someone shouM totally 
kxik into that place.") heather havriusky 
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NEW PRODUCT FACE-OFF 




Fresh-Picked Ad Space 

Now available in your grocer's produce section 



Did Marshall McLuhan know? Would 
he have cared? Food, perhaps the 
most universally appreciated of all sub- 
stances, has now joined ranks with 
bathroom urinals, school buses, and 
movie trailers as innovative-but-slightly- 
too-intrusive advertising mediums. For 
$650 per thousand. The Fruit Label 
Company, a Santa Monica. California. 
mari<eting company, will slap a compa- 
ny's logo on hundreds of millions of 
apples, oranges, stone fruits, pears, 
avocados, lemons, melons, grape- 
fruits, or tomatoes. (Bananas, which 
must be hand-labeled, are a special 
order.) "It's such a pure fonri of guerrilla 



marketing — millions of tiny billboards!" 
gloats Fnjit Label Company President 
Bnan Fox. "Plus it s interactive. You 
have to peel it off to eat it " Company lit- 
erature boasts that the money spent 
for, say, six million ijar/./ar stickers is 
easily justified by the multiple "impres- 
sions" a consumer makes while 
inspecting fruit — and then passes 
on to the family for further perusal. 
The company also assures potential 
clients that "kids will collect them, wear 
them as tattoos, and," as with all 
great advertising tchotchkes, "stick 
them on their notebooks ' 

JOSH DEAN 




Reducing Downtime 

Calendar sales increase as our lives accelerate: the idea of purchasing 
blocks of time unencumbered by anything except "Far Side" cartoons 
Is our tiny folly in the face of an immutable truth: Each day is composed 
of exactly 1 ,440 minutes, and all the money In the world can't buy an 
additional one. But if you can't buy time, you can at least eliminate down- 
time, those vexing moments of stasis when traffic coagulates, when the 
body responds slower than the mind, and you, with so many tasks to 
accomplish and so many places to be, can do nothing except lap your 
toe and wait. G, beato 









Product: j 


landJet 


Visgra (sililenani citratel 


Dascrlptlon: 


GMC Savana van cus- ' 
tomized to function as a 
mobile office 


A soon-lo-be-released 
oral medicine that treats 
male erectile dysfunction 


Price: 


$80,000 


not yet available 


Manufacturer 
contact info: 


LandJet, Inc. 
(312)467-0280 


Pfizer, Inc. 
(212) 573-2323 


Ostensible 
purpose: 


"With the world's most 
advanced mobile business 
electronics at your finger- 
tips, once wasted down- 
time now becomes an 
opportunity to catch up or 
win clients, sell product, or 
convince customers." 


"Improved erections in 70 
percent to 90 percent of 
patients who received the 
drug." 


Unique selling 
proposition: 


Fax, phone, surf the Web, 
or microwave a pizza at 
65MPH 


For most, swallowing a 
pill is more appealing than 
the currently available 
engorgement methods 
(insertion of a pellet up 
the urethra or injection 
of medicine directly into 
the penis with a large 
needle). 


Optionc 


Electric shoe polisher, 
microwave oven, hand- 
held vacuum cleaner, cof- 
feemaker, electric clothes 
steamer, built-in lockable 
strongbox, Sony Mobile 
Navigation System, CB 
radio. Whistler 2290 radar 
detector, satellite TV, and 
no less than four different 
grades of bulletproofing 


None 


Drawbacks: 


Fellow LandJet owner Tom 
Arnold may call you up to 
swap cruising stories. 


User may also experience 
headaches or flushing. 


Satisfied-customer 
testimony: 


"A commute to me is 
now something to look 
forward to." 


"My wife said it was like 1 
was Tarzan." 


User- 
friendliness: 


Moderate. On-road utiliza- 
tion of vehicle's sundry 
machines and appliances 
could lead to unintended 
traffic situations. 


High. Swallow pill; wait 20 
minutes; administer stimu- 
lation in usual fashion. 


Advantage: 


LandJet. In the multitask- 
ing '90s, work, not sex, is 
the ultimate goal. (But if 
the LandJet's rocking, 
don't bother faxing.) 
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Some trends have only one comeback in them; others are tailor-made for endless revival. Take the 
I D. bracelet. This symbol of '50s-era soda-shop courtship has returned more often than the 
Ramones. Most recently it's been picked up by rave kids, and now, follovi/ing their lead, labels like 
Polo and Paul Smith are cranking them out for well-heeled urbanites. Below, a breakdown of how 
the I.D. bracelet has gone from past to pastiche again and again shoshanaberger 



8000 B.C. 

The first I.D. bracelet, called 
a motto clasp, comes onto 
the scene. Nubian slaves 
dig up gold and haul it to 
Egypt, virtiere smithies fash- 
ion beaded bracelets with 
gold clasps that are inlaid 
with the wearer's initials. 
Becomes popular with mum- 
mies, then disappears. 
Who wore them: 
slave owners, the Queen of 
Sheba 



1950s 

Like the post-Vietnam punkers 
who would later don dog-tag 
necklaces, the I.D. bracelet 
cribs its design from the medic 
bracelets worn by WWII vets. 
The gold and silver plates are 
engraved with a name or 
inscription and given to boys 
as gifts. Guys, not yet down 
with jewelry, pawn them off on 
their girlfriends. 
Who wore them: 
the Cleavers' kids 



Brand New Love 



Mid-TOs 

After being dismissed as a 
conservative relic in the '60s, 
the I D. bracelet returns, this 
time as a disco don accessory. 
Tricked-out with open-neck 
shirts and prodigious amounts 
of chest hair, guys emulate 
Liberace, packing hefty 
bracelets that might double as 
weapons. Goes out with end of 
disco era. 
Who wore them: 
divorcees, Vinnie Barbarino 



Mid-'80B 

East Coast hip-hop girls sport 
I.D. bracelets In homage to 
the thick gold necklaces worn 
by Run-D.M.C. and crew. 
D.M.C.'s gold chains reach 
totemic stature, but the 
bracelet goes nowhere. 
Who wore them: 
fly giris from Brooklyn 



Did you feel the cruel sting of betrayal 
when Coke switched its formula? As a 
McDonald's faithful, have you ever 
dallied with a Whopper? When you 
say, "1 love DKNY," does it really come 
from the heart? 

Brand loyalty has existed for as long 
as we've had brands, but according to 
a recent study by Harvard Business 
School professor Susan Fournier, con- 
sumer devotion is only one of the ways 
we bond with products. In an upcoming 
academic article. Fournier outlines the 
new 'Typology of consumer-brand rela- 
tionship forms," which range from low- 
maintenance "casual friends" to brutish 
"retraund relationships." Fournier, 
whose work has attracted the interest 
of snack food compa- 



How we bond with products 

The New Rules of Attraction 



nies and fashion firms, is also exploring 
brand "transgressions," as when a com- 
pany's new ad campaign alienates its 
core martlet ("the-not-the-guy-l- 
mamed scenario," Fournier explains). 

This may all sound like so much con- 
temporary Faith Popcorn psychobab- 
ble — Calvin Klein codependency 
groups? Starbucks Survivors support net- 
worths? — but Fournier says that she's 
simply reading the nuances of the mar- 
ketplace. "To reduce [consumer habits] 
to a matter of loyalty," Foumier explains, 
'is like saying that you either marry 
everybody you meet, or they'll never be 
a meaningful part of your life." 

TOM VANDERBIIT 



1998 

Keeping in line with the raver 
maxim of newfound inno- 
cence, club kids resurrect the 
tradition, now safely two gen- 
erations removed, of exchang- 
ing ID. bracelets. GIris wear 
them chunky-style and. In a 
signature '90s role reversal, 
give them to boys they want to 
get with. 

Who wears them: 

born-again minors 



I 



t tood compa- ^^^^ 



Dependencies An "obsessive attraction cemented by feeling that the other is irre- 
placeable." Foumier points to Karen, a 39-year-old divorced offlce manager, and 
her affinity toward Mary Kay cosmetics. Says Karen. "Oh, I just love Mary Kay! It is 
the perfect brand of makeup for me. When I think of not having it anymore, well, it 
just makes me nervous." 

Secret Affairs Here we have Wendy, a "single woman in her eariy 40s" who views 
Dunkin' Donuts coffee as the "ultimate" brand. From time to time, though, Wendy 
acts on flirtations with Bruegger's coffee. But she'll feel bad in the morning. 
"Wendy admittedly feels guilty every time she 'cheats' on Dunkin' Oonuts," 
Foumier says. 

Committed Partnerships Fournier describes Jean, a 59-year-old Boston woman 
whose "moments of infidelity" only strengthen her "expressed feelings of attach- 
ment to her loyal brands." 

Flings Otherwise known as "short-term, time-bounded engagements of high emo- 
tional reward." Meet Vicki, a 23-year-old graduate student whose shower is clut- 
tered with trial-size bottles of shampoo. Fournier concludes that VIckl is loyal not to 
one product but "to the process of loyalty itself." 

Enslavements Or a "non-voluntary relationship union governed entirely by desires 
of the relationship partner." Think Microsoft. 
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It's Super 

Season 
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Champs 
Sports. 



Your NFL Headquarters 




ProPlayer Pique Fleece 

Classic fleece doesn't get any finer 



MOVIES 



Jon Bon Jovi, Renaissance Man 

Or, why bad musicians make good movie actors, and vice versa. By STEVE ERICKSON 




A few years ago. at a film screening 
in L.A.. Jack Nicholson "bumped" 
into Neil Young — an obviously 
orchestrated encounter in which 
the two men shook hands cordially 
but a little distantly, not as pals but 
admirers. You could almost see the lit- 
tle thought balloons rising above their 
heads, Jack thinking, "Boy, it v/ou\(i be 
really cool to be Neil Young.' and Neil 
thinking, "Hmm, it might be interesting 
to be Jack Nicholson." It's probably 
just my bias that I decided they both 
knew that being Neil Young was, in 
the final analysis, better than being 
Jack Nicholson. 

If Jon Bon Jovi, the rock star, 
bumped into Robin Grange, the movie 
actor played by Bon Jovi in The Leading 
Man, it's hard to imagine that Grange 
would come away thinking he'd rather 
be Bon Jovi. Near the end of The Lead- 
ing Man, Robin Grange makes a con- 
fession; until then he's been such a 
shallow, manipulative little asshole that 
we fully expect the confession to be just 
more manipulation. So when he sud- 
denly admits to having actually fallen in 
love — with someone other than him- 
self—we're not sure If he's acting or not. 



We're not sure even he knows. The 
whole film is about the malleability of 
identity when you're in the business of 
being a star, and in the role of movie 
star Robin Grange. Bon Jovi is both so 
self-aware and so lacking in self- 
consciousness that it's too easy to con- 
clude that he's simply playing himself. 

One thing's for sure: In The Leading 
Man, he's a better Robin Grange than 
he ever was a Jon Bon Jovi. 

Seventy-five million record sales 
notwithstanding. Bon Jovi wasn't even 
the poor man's John Mellencamp, let 
alone the poor man's Bruce Spring- 
steen. In the same way. Mark Wahlberg 
wasn't just a poor man's rapper, or even 
just a poor white man's rapper — he was 
a poor white teenybopper's rapper. The 
only way to live that down was to strap 
on a prop penis, reinvent himself in 
Boogie Nights, and thereby follow in the 
great tradition of Cher and Other Bad 
Pop Stars Who Turn Out to Be Good 
Movie Stars, the looking-glass corollary 



Jon Bon Jovi gets reborn in 
The Leading Man. 



of Elvis and Other Good Pop Stars Who 
Never Make It in the Movies For One 
Reason or Another. The latter doesn't 
necessarily have anything to do with 
talent. Madonna was pretty good in Evi- 
ta actually, and you don't have to go all 
the way back to 1976 s The Man Who 
Fell to Earth to recognize that David 
Bowie has always had screen pres- 
ence, whether as Pontius Pilate in The 
Last Temptation of Christ or as Warhol 
in Basquiat. 

But Bowie and Madonna are never 
going to quite make it in the movies, just 
like Elvis never really made It, though 
his films made plenty of money. Their 
sense of themselves has always been 
too strong — they've already invested 
too much in creating Elvis and Bowie 
and Madonna to persuade audiences to 
see them as anything else. In Madon- 
na's case in particular, you get the feel- 
ing as you watch that she's just inca- 
pable of completely surrendering to a 
role; somewhere deep in her psyche. 




she's afraid to lose control over how 
we see her. Being braver than Madon- 
na. Courtney Love would like to defy 
both the Cher Tradition and the Elvis 
Tradition, and she may yet. But she's 
also still a work in progress, in terms of 
both her musical reputation and her 
reputation as an actress, the first almost 
wholly based on one 1994 album and 
the second almost wholly based on one 
1996 movie. 

It wasn't always like this. Frank Sina- 
tra was a great singer and a successful 
actor too, because as an actor he was 
drawing on the same thing that made 
him a great singer, his talent as an inter- 
preter, whether a character from a 
James Jones novel or a Harold Aden 
lyric. But then pop music changed. 
Starting with Elvis and Chuck Ben^, 
and more conspicuously with Dylan and 
the Beatles, musicians became 
auteurs, a suspicious French word first 
used for movie directors; back in the 
mid-'60s when American movies were 
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Movies 



so clueless, pop music Instinctively 
understood certain things about cinema 
that Hollywood was still trying to figure 
out. The only people who didn't know 
there was a lot more Godard in 
Revo/verthan in The Sound of Music 
were those running the studios. In the 
great cultural Culslnart of '60s rock, 
where East met West and sound met 
Image and Illusion met reality, the music 
of the time fulfilled all the promises of 
cinema that the movies were unable or 
unwilling to touch; and at least for a few 
years, the new mythology of rock so 
overshadowed the mythological power 
of the movies that. In all his various 
failed attempts to become a movie star, 
you could never forget that Mick Jagger 
was N^ick Jagger, except of course in 
1970's Performance, when he played 
Mick Jagger. 

As good actors. Bon Jovl and 
Wahlberg have taken the Sinatra Princi- 
ple and stood It on its head. They're 
drawing on the same thing that made 
them bad pop stars, which is that they're 
blank slates and don't have any identity 
to speak of that gets in the way of con- 
necting with a role. In both Ttie Leading 
Man and Boogie Nigt^ts their very trans- 
parency works for them and Is part of the 
stories they're telling, which the directors 
presumably knew when they cast them. 
Bon Jovi's Robin Grange starts out all 
matinee-idol smugness, which isn't so 
far removed from rock-idol smugness; 
he thinks he's completely in charge of 
the situation he's created, so that when 
the situation begins to unravel. It 
becomes dangerous for everyone 
around him, especially himself. 

Just as Wahlberg didn't really have 
the depth to be the soul of Boogie 
Nigt^ts (that was Julianne Moore). Bon 
Jovi isn't really the soul of Ttie Leading 
Man. That's Anna Galiena (The Hair- 
dresser's Husband), as the wife of a 
playwright who Bon Jovl is seducing as 
a favor to her husband, or so he thinks. 
But Bon Jovi gives the movie's crucial 
performance, which is to say that if he 
fails, the film falls too; in this case, 
when Tlie Leading Man doesn't quite 
work, it's the script's fault, not Bon 
Jovi's. As directed by John Duigan, 
Ttie Leading Man doesn't completely 
know what to do with itself In the end. It 
would like to be a cousin to a terrific 
early '80s film called The Stunt Man in 
which, in the labyrinth of artifice and 
fame and narcissism, reality loses its 
way; Instead, Duigan's film loses its 
way. But Bon Jovi the movie actor — as 
opposed to Bon Jovi the pop star — 
never does. » 




Jsson Priostloy. a tioy 
toy in Love and Dealli on 
Long Island. 



Short Subjects 

Love and Guts and Hurt 

At one point In the fly new film Love and Death on Long 
Island, John Hurt cries out "This Is ridiculous!" to describe 
his obsession with Jason Priestley, playing a young movie 
heartthrob whose oeuvre includes films with titles such as 
Tex Mex and Hotpants College II. Steeped In classic cul- 
ture. Hurt is an English writer who isn't Just out of sync with 
the times, he's out of his century altogether: After buying a 
VCR so he can pore over the nuances of Hotpants College 
II again and again, he's nonplussed to learn It doesn't work 
VKithout a TV. Director Richard Kvirtetnlowskl shrewdly 
finesses the fine balance between obsession's poignancy 
and absurdity; even as you wince when Hurt reveals his 
love, you feel both his anguish and his ludicrous couraga 



Have a Happy VD 

Valentine's Day Is on a Saturday this year, so you can 
make a weekend of Spin's first annual Mabel LonghettI 
Love-Makes- You-Crazy DI'V Film Festival. Mabel Longhetti 
was the title character In John Cassavetes's A Woman 
Under the Influence, the Influence In this case being love 
itself. First check out the noirish Gilda, In which Rita 
Hayworth and Glenn Ford are ex-lovers still so besotted 
they'll do almost anything to destroy each other. Then 
catch Humphrey Bogart becoming unhinged over Gloria 
Grahame in In a Lonely Place, followed by Vertigo, in which 
James Stewart becomes unhinged over Kim Novak. In Luis 
Bufiuel's That Obscure Object of Desire, Fernando Rey is 
made a fool of by a capricious little vixen played by two dif- 
ferent actresses; since she's young enough to be his 
granddaughter, you can't help feeling he's got It coming. 
Our festival builds to a fevered pitch with the utteriy 
demented Leave Her to Heaven, in which Cornel Wilde 
becomes smitten with the almost demonically beautiful 
Gene TIemey as she rides the New Mexico mesas on 
horseback, dumping her father's ashes from an urn; and 
then closes with the recent, wicked The Last Seduction, in 
which the dumbest heterosexual male of all time becomes 
so hot over Linda Fiorentino that he takes a complete leave 
of his senses. 
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Pop Culture 
Run Through 
the Trash 
Compactor 

A black-vlnyl-clad compulsive- 
cleaningwoman -slash- prof es- 
slonal-hit-contractor. A love- 
lorn, mute narrator. Capitalism 
gone awry. Blond wigs on screech- 
ing Asian babes. Voice-mail rela- 
tionships. Videotape relation- 
ships. Canto-tango-pop. The 
laundry room. Ronald McDonald. 
Italian soccer. Big, big guns. An 
art film? 

Hong Kong hipster Wong Kai -Wai ' s 
1995 film, Fallen Angels, which is 
now being released in the U.S. for 
the first time, is way better- 
looking than his 1994 Chungking 
Express and more dynamic than last 
year's Happy Together. It may turn 
out to be the touchstone of a new and 
Increasingly popular postmodern 
cinema. Wong revels in the hodge- 
podge of marginally connected sto- 
ries, knowingly arch and cliched 
(post-Eco) stories of love and dis- 
connectedness. He indiscriminate- 
ly mixes genres — Chaplinesque com- 
edy. Hong Kong action;thriller, 
broody Antonioni alienation, ciga- 



rette commercial. His editing con- 
sists of quick cuts, jump cuts, 
repeated actions, reduction of the 
shot to its most energetic and most 
meaningful unit. Chris Doyle's 
images are high-grain, mixed for- 
mats (35mm, 16mm, video), super- 
saturated colors, brilliant over- 
exposures. The music eclectic, 
melodramatic. Visual energy, pure 
rhythm, and distilled emotions, 
unencumbered by classic Hollywood 
conventions of space, time, and 
character development. 

Mainland China's two top 
directors ditched the more con- 
servative styles of their 
previous films for Wongian 
grooviness in their most recent 
ones. Zhang Yimou, director of 
historical mini-epics (Red 
Sorghum and To Live) and a super- 
controlled feminist drama (Raise 
the Red Lantern) , tried to let 
loose with his 1997 Keep Cool. 
Zhang ' s Wongian story: the frus- 
trated love of a stuttering, 
morono-philosophical quasi- 
crook. Zhang ' s Wongian style: 
wide-angle lenses, jump 
cuts. . .mixed results. 

Chen Kaige's Temptress Moon 
(which even used Wong ' s cine- 
matographer) was, stylistically, 
worlds apart from, and hence 
worlds better than, pedestrian 
efforts like Chen's for-some- 



reason-acclaimed Farewell My 
Concubine. In Europe, the Wongian 
trend is represented by Lars von 
Trier's Breaking the Waves ants The 
Kingdom. Here, recent Stone, 
recent Scorsese, and most obvious- 
ly, Baz Luhrmann's Romeo * Juliet, 
the slick bastard son of the style. 

Wong is both more freewheeling, 
more intense, more delightful, 
and. in the end. more moving than 
any other filmmaker today. He 
knows that those who strive for 
"meaning," and especially "mean- 
ing for the youth culture," like 
Sundance darling Edward Burns, 
whose first half hour (all I could 
bear to watch) of The Brothers 
UcMullen oozed maudlin "signifi- 
cance," will ultimately (or, usu- 
ally, immediately) fail. Wong 
knows that "meaning," "the modern 
world," "cinema" are constructs, 
and that all there really is in 
life is everything. 

All this in 95 minutes 1 

BOB DAVIS 

Wong Kar-Wai's 
"mesmerizing" , . . "stunningly 
beautiful". . ."super-cool" Fallen 
Angels. . . "one of the best films of 
the decade" (can I have my name on 
the poster now?) . . .opens January 
21 in New York and San Francisco, 
in March in Los Angeles. The rest 
of you should hold your breath. 
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2020 Vision 



The next century giving you the creeps? David Bowman's Bunny Modem has the cure 



Wrth only two years left in the century to wring 
our hands over what miserable wretches 
we've tjecxime, it's as good a time as any for 
writers to start rolling out depressing futuristic novels 
en masse. You think things are bad now? Just take a 
look at what we're headed for: there we are, all walk- 
ing around in white jumpsuits, up to our eyeballs in 
invasive technology, wearing long bangs to cover up 



David Bowman: finding 
the humor in the Mure 
tense. 




UPC codes tattooed on our foreheads. Then again, 
maybe we should be so lucky. Most of the contem- 
porary crop of writers looking to the future aren't 
angling for the swinging, far-out vision of, say, Jules 
Verne or William Gibson. Rather, they picture a time 
when things are different from today, but not unrecog- 
nizably so, sketching out the miserable existence 
that's in store for us if we continue to watch too many 
action movies and believe everything we see in 
Calvin Klein ads. 

Young writers such as Chuck Palahniuk, who gave 
us last year's tiresomely edgy Flight Club, now out in 
paperback, confront the future with their guard up, 
like poseable action figures. Palahniuk's future is a 



hotbed of discontent and disease, where hopelessly 
isolated individuals grope along in the dark, seeking 
respite from various types of cancer and brain para- 
sites. And even venerable writers like John Updike 
are doing dystopia. Updike's recent Toward the End 
of Time offers a bleak visron of life in 2020, a time when 
Federal Express is trying to take over the government 
and school children study the wori< of John Grisham. 
_ This isn't futurism as much as yet another 
*' way to act all superior about global 
' / stupidity and government mismanage- 
ment, as well as potboiler lit. 

Indeed, unless you're George Orwell 
or Hanna-Bart>era, conjuring visions of 
the future just seems to invite lots of 
self-serious ridiculousness. But it takes 
more guts to paint the future as a place 
where there are plenty of laughs to be 
had if you only knew where to look, and 
David Bowman's lively, whacked-out, 
often surprisingly moving second novel, 
Bunny Modem (Little, Brown), tackles the 
Job feariessly. Bowman's future isn't 
exactly a ban'el of fun: The book takes 
place around 2020 (obviously a very 
scary year), in a worid where electricity 
has mysteriously vanished and fertility 
has taken a powder. Yet Bunny Modem 
is cheerful in a sick sort of way. For one 
thing. Bowman has an ear for dialogue 
that's part Martin Scorsese, part Tracy/ 
Hepburn romantic comedy. And 
although his sense of humor is sufficiently 
twisted, he isn't out to impress us with 
lots of smarmy, hipster playfulness. As 
in his debut novel, 1 992's Let the Dog 
Drive, there are always real feelings 
lying beneath his sometimes goofy 
veneer, and he's not afraid to let them 
show through. 

In the worid of Bunny Modem, babies 
are so rare — and so frequently kid- 
napped — that they're guarded by gun- 
totin' nannies who are specially trained not to bond 
with the little buggers, and who snort a drug known as 
Vengeance to keep them mean. The book's nan'ator, 
a 40ish private investigator and former child actor 
named Dylan (stop and think for a minute of how many 
baby Dylans you know right now), has fallen hard for 
one of these nannies, the young, lovely Clare. He has 
the power to read her thoughts (a process called 
"sheldraking," named after real-life British scientist 
Rupert Sheldrake), but it doesn't make him any less 
nervous about asking for a date. Nevertheless, the 
two manage to hook up, and when Clare falls under 
the spell of one of her little brat charges — a mysteri- 
ous, eminently adorable baby named Soda, who just 



may hold the answer to the secret of how electricity 
disappeared — she and Dylan stumble toward cracking 
the code of their strange little universe, and ultimately 
fall deeply in love themselves. 

By setting his book in a worid without electricity, 
Bowman kicks one of the most common crutches in 
futuristic writing right out from under himself. Far from 
being ruled by technology, his characters can't even 
watch TV (instead, they go to New \ork City's Times 
Square to crank old movies on a nickelodeon). They 
have a patchwori< sense of the past that's informed by 
both high and low culture and everything in between: 
references to Emily Dickinson, Theda Bara, Mabou 
Mines, Fred Astaire, and, of course. Bob Dylan, all 
share the same airspace. And in Bowman's future, 
literature actually matters more than it does now, 
thanks to a wildly popular line of clothing known as Lit 
Wear, consisting of various garments inspired by liter- 
ary characters. Instead of riding the idea like just 
another annoyingly clever conceit. Bowman makes it 
funnier every time he brings it up: "I watch her throw 
on a ratty old cotton Far From the Madding Crowd and 
head out the door." Ditto: "She's dressed a little 
funny — wearing a pair of slim Jane Eyres under a Bret 
Harte duster. That sounds like a mismatch, I know. 
But it works." 

There's nothing cheap about Bunny Modem. 
Bowman doesn't fake a fashionable brand of detach- 
ment, because he seems to realize that ultimately, 
detachment is boring. Instead his characters rush, 
often tripping, toward some kind of connection. And 
they're not so sophisticated that they've forgotten 
how to swoon. Here's Dylan, flooded with visions of 
silent-film beauty Louise Brooks, as he watches his 
sweetheart mainline a hit of Vengeance: "I look at her 
eyes. What if we imagine Clare and a more conven- 
tional belle presented before us, both with their eyes 
closed. Say, Clare with Louise Brooks. Now consider 
Louise's lovely face.... But watch both women open 
their eyes. See the metamorphosis in Clare's face! 
Her simultaneously daffy-tragic gaze positively 
infuses the nanny with an anxious beauty. Louise 
Brooks just looks awake." 

In this brave new world, there's room for poetry 
and slapstick, for laser sarcasm and flat-out lovesick- 
ness. On the one hand, you could say that Bowman 
is deluding himself about the realities of the next 
century. In a universe where Whitney Houston gets 
passed off as a soul singer, is there anywhere to go 
but down? But at least in Bowman's vision, we'll all 
have our own style of way-out clothes. If the worid really 
is going to hell in a handbasket, make mine Tess of 
the D'Urbervilles. Stephanie zacharek 

For more information on Bunny Modem, log on to our 
online site at keyword: Spin on AOL to read an inter- 
view with David Bowman. 
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Porno for Prodigy 



Naked lunks; Keith 
Flint, left, and Maxim 
Reality of Prodigy. 




In a ham-fisted attempt to stir up some 
Manson-style controversy, electro- 
punks Prodigy recently released a soft- 



core video for the single 
"Smack My Bitch Up." 
Directed by Swedish cult 
auteur Jonas Akerlund, 
the graphic clip — which 
features full-frontal female 
nudity — tracks a violent 
clubber through a nightlife 
whirl of snorting drugs, 
barfing in toilets, and 
shtupping strippers. The 
twist — how post-P.C! — 
is that it's actually a 
woman doing the using 
and abusing, as revealed 
in the final scene. The 
unexpurgated video has 
received late-night air- 
play on MTV Europe, 
while here MTV is run- 
ning an edited late-night- 
only version that will include a rating 
and a disclaimer. Says an MTV 
spokesman, "We decided to air the 



Though he doesn t go out and party 
himself, I think the Dalai Lama would 
have approved, ' deadpans Beastie 
Boy Adam Yauch (at far right, with 
bandmates fAike D. and Adam 
Horovitz) of the bash the Beasties 
threw in New York City in November 
to commemorate the new film and live 
recording documenting the Free Tibet 
benefit concerts. Celebrity guests 
irKluded Michael Stipe, Rancid, the 
Verve. Claire Danes, and "Marky" 
Mark Wahlberg. As for the Beasties' 
"top secret' next album, Yauch says 
to expect a summer release. 




video because it's groundbreaking and 
we wanted to give our mature viewers 
the opportunity to see it." MTV's deci- 
sion has angered both feminist and 
conservative groups. Empower 
America's C. DeLores Tucker deems 
the song's lyrics disrespectful and vio- 
lent towards women. "This is war!" 
Tucker says. The video wasn't done 
to be sensationalistic," counters Paul 
Redding, a spokesman for Prodigy's 
U.K. label XL. "It's just like any night 
out at a club."... On the revenge-of-the- 
manufactured-divas front, the Spice 
Girls fired their Svengali/manager 
Simon Fuller and his company, 19 
Management, which also employs the 
Spices' musical cowriters. No official 
statement regarding the split was 
issued, but the British tabloids had it 
that Fuller's alleged affair with Emma 
"Baby Spice" Bunton was causing 
intra-band turmoil. Can the Spice Girls 
pull their own strings? Does anyone 
care? "No one's buying their records 
because it's great music," says Sex 
Pistols' puppeteer Malcolm McLaren. 
"They're buying the idea of talentless 
people becoming enormously suc- 
cessful."... Jane's Addiction's New 
York City "Relapse" concert may have 
seemed like a vision of peace-love- 
and-hlppieness when part of it aired on 
MTV's Live From the 10 Spot on 
IHalloween night, but things got a little 
hairy once the cameras stopped 
rolling. As the band played "Ted, Just 
Admit It," a critique of media violence, 
unruly fans pulled down the MTV cam- 
era boom, threw cups at the film crew, 
and chanted "Fuck MTV!" The band 
found the melee quite amusing. "It was 
wild to be onstage and have the audi- 
ence put on a show for us,' says gui- 
tarist Dave Navarro. "It really upped 
the energy level." 




IN THE STUDIO 

Last heard rapping 
on Janet Jackson's 
"Got Til It's Gone" 
single, Q-Tip has 
just Tinished 
recording the new 
A Tribe Called 
Quest album, The 
Love Movement, at 
the Hit Factory in 
New York City. 
Inspired, he says, 
by the pop chops of 
the Beatles and Prince, the release 
features plenty of live instrumentation, 
including keyboards, guitar, and 
calumbria. But did Miss Jackson 
retum the special-guest favor? "She 
said she was going to sing on our 
record," says Q-Tip, "but I don't know 
what happened to her."... After releas- 
ing three experimental instrumental 
records on Thurston Moore's SYR 
imprint, Sonic Youth is tying up loose 
ends on Ham Radio, their first DGC 
release in three years. "It sounds like 
freeillprovisation, " says guitarist 
Thurston Moore, who adds that the 
cover art will feature a 1969 photo of 
socialite/actress Sally Kirkland riding 
nude on a large hog.... You know the 
low-fi movement is on its last limbs 
when even Guided by Voices front- 
man Robert Pollard is trying to 
"upgrade" his sound with "better pro- 
duction." The ever-prolific songwriter 
has already written 30 tunes for his 
12th album, which he started recording 
this winter. Says the 40-year-old 
Dayton, Ohio, native, "I've finally 
reached a point in my life where I want 
to hear my songs on the radio." 

JUUACHAPUN 
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HUSH HUSH The monthly dish on the music biz 



It's 1998: Does the industiy know where 

the Next Big Thing is? 

Apparently not. Last year's NBT, elec- 
tronica, didn't exactly burst into the main- 
stream and save the music industry's 
collective market-share ass, despite the 
major labels paying overinflated bidding- 
war prices tor the licensing rights to 
English bands like Prodigy and the 
Propellerheads. Sure, there were 
breakthroughs by the Chemical 
Brothers (Gold in '97), the Crystal 
Method (quality time spent in the Top 
200), and the twice-Platinum Prodigy. 
But most scene watchers agree that 
Prodigy's success was less a "revolution" 
and more a band broken through the 
standard major-label mechanisms of 
radio. MTV, and mainstream press. In 
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other words, just another huge alt-rock 
breakthrough. Somehow I doubt that the 
point of underground club culture was to 
make breakbeat palatable to Wal-Mart 
shoppers. So, the questions remain: Will 
electronica produce any touchstone 
artists? Will it change the way the biz func- 
tions? Industry fingers are crcissed. Those 
tanely nights spent by A&R reps listening 
to This Is Techno in the company BMW 
couldn't all be for naught, could they? 

Meanwhile, those same major-label 
A&R reps (henceforth called "^veasels" in 
this column) better not bet the farm on 
DJs and drum machines just yet. at least 
not until the news that guitars = evil 
reaches the public. The Wallflowers and 
Matchbox 20 have ridden multiple 
singles to multi-Platinum, while Days of 



ttie New and Creed are currently break- 
ing big, indicating a powerful listener loy- 
alty to this signature sound of the '90s. 
Whether emanating from career artists or 
passing ships, guitar-driven rock still 
holds sway over record buyers, and don't 
think this old-school surge is lost on the 
labels. Trust me, there's plenty more 
where that came from ... 



One unquestionably self-inflicted 
wound plaguing the industry over the 
past few years has been the massive 
turbulence in the executive ranks. The 
Time Warner labels — Warner Bros., 
Reprise. Elektra. and Atlantic — once 
ruled market share like the Chicago 
Bulls ruled the NBA, until some byzan- 
tine boardroom machinations brought 





Michael Hutchence 

1960-1997 

Dubbed a "sensitive party guy" by one acquaintance, 
INXS frontman Michael Hutctience was sometliing 
of an enigma. The charismatic 37-year-old Aussie, 
who favored black leather pants and supermodels, 
was also considered a "sweet, innocent boy" by his 
fiancee, British television personality Paula Yates. His 
death by hanging in late November was equally 
ambiguous: At press time, police had yet to rule 
whether his death was a suicide, or, as insiders contin- 
ue to speculate, the result of auloerotic asphyxiation 
gone tragically awry. 

On November 22, Hutchence's naked body was 
found hanging from a leather belt in a hotel suite in a 
Sydney suburb. There was no suicide note. He spent 
the previous evening drinking heavily with friends, and 
according to a coroner's report, had used drugs. He 
also allegedly had sex with an ex-girifriend, Australian 
soap star Kym Wilson, and engaged in a heated 
phone argument with rocker Bob Geldof, Yates's ex- 
husband. (Yates and Geldof are fighting over the cus- 
tody of their three children; Yates is also the mother 
of Hutchence's 16-month-old daughter.) Lending cre- 
dence to the accidental-death rumors, Hutchence 
said that he was looking for the "ultimate sex kick" in 
an interview given shortly before his death. 

Hutchence also had reason to be depressed. His 
band's fortunes had steadily dissipated since a string 



of dance-pop smash hits in the 1980s (Listen Like 
Thieves. Kick, X). and he was disappointed when 
INXS's comeback bid. Elegantly Wasted, floundered 
in '97 Still, Hutchence was in Sydney rehearsing for 
INXS s 20th anniversary tour, and was planning to 
marry Yates in January. "He definitely didn't seem 
like the kind of guy who would commit suicide," says 
his former publicist Steve Martin. 

As befitting Australia's biggest international rock 
star, more than 2,000 people — including Diana 
Ross.Tom Jones, Nick Cave, and Hutchence's former 
love interests Kylie Minogue and Helena Christensen— 
packed an ornate funeral at St. Andrew's Cathedral in 
downtown Sydney. Says Duran Duran's Simon Le 
Bon, a close friend, "Michael was a loving, caring, 
funny, happy, beautiful man, and that is how I will 
remember him." JUUACHAPUN 

Robert Palmer 

1945-1997 

The worid of rock journalism is increasingly divided 
between sales-driven promotion and stubborn 
obscurantism, and rarely do the twain meet. But they 
did in the eclectic oeuvre of writer/historian/ 
musician/filmmaker Robert Palmer, who once 
escorted the Eurythmics' Dave Stewart into the 
remotest corners of Mississippi to meet senior 
bluesmen little known beyond their local juke-joint 



Deep blues: Hislonan. 
filnini,il\er, ,ind musican 
Rotierl Palmer. 




OBITUARIES 



circuit. Palmer orchestrated that field trip for the doc- 
umentary Deep Blues, which took the same name as 
his path breaking 1981 book on the 12-bar roots of 
rock'n'roll. When the 52-year-old died in November of 
complications brought on by liver disease, the music 
community lost an unflagging champion of musical 
tradition— and idiosyncracy. 

Of the septuagenarian guitarist R.L. Burnside, 
Palmer wrote, "He's Blues Walking Like a Man, the 
living personification of Guitar Moan and Backdoor 
Slam, and all, absolutely, for real." Those enthusias- 
tic words appeared in the liner notes to Burnside's 
1994 album Too Bad Jim, which was produced by 
Palmer and helped usher along a "rediscovery" of 
the artist that includes Burnside collaborations with 
Jon Spencer Blues Explosion. 

The first full-time pop music writer for the New 
York Times (1981-88), Palmer wrote a number of 
acclaimed books, including Rock and Roll: An 
Unruly History (1 995), a companion to a PBS series 
for which Palmer was chief adviser. In addition to 
teaching at various universities, Palmer was an 
accomplished musician who played with Ornette 
Coleman and the Master Musicians of Joujouka, 
among others. During Palmer's battle with liver dis- 
ease, friends such as Patti Smith lent their support 
with benefit concerts and contributions to the unin- 
sured writer's medical fund. Says his friend and fel- 
low writer Greil Marcus. "I never thought of Bob as a 
critic. Both a musician and a writer about sound, he 
never kept his distance." JAMES suaiVAN 

Epic Soundtracks 

1960-1997 

Epic Soundtracks (a.k.a. Paul Godley), the British 
singer/songwriter/drummer whose fans included 
Kurt Cobain and Sonic Youth, was found dead in his 
London apartment in November British authorities 
speculate that the 37-year-old cult musician died of a 
drug overdose. Soundtracks started the influential 
postpunk outfit Swell Maps at age 12, and later 
played in Red Krayola, Crime and the City Solution, 
and These Immortal Souls. After kicking off a solo 
career in the eariy '90s, he released several albums 
on Bar/None, including 1 996's Ctiange My Life. J.C. 



down their legendary front office and lev- 
eled the playing field for the entire industry. 
Now. an unlikely savior has come riding 
onto the Warner lot to rescue Warner 
Bros, and Reprise from their virtual two- 
years-and-counting chart silence. Former 
Virgin Records president and longtime 
record promotion man Phil Quartararo 
(known in the biz as Phil Q.) emerges 
from a huge run at Virgin (Janet. Spice 
Girls. Rolling Stones), a company he 
helped build over the past 1 1 years. 
After years of tightrope-walking between 
the Virgin husband-and-wife brain trust 
of Ken and Nancy Berry. Phil takes 
over as president of WB during one of 
the worst cold snaps in the company's 
history, a backward slide that began 
shortly after founding fathers Mo Ostin 



and Lenny Waronker bolted to Steven 
Spielberg/Jeffrey Katzenberg/David 
Geffen s DreamWorks/SKG music divi- 
sion, and when some of the label's veter- 
an artists "gray-shifted" into an older 
demo. Was R.E.M.'s New Adventures in 
H/-Fi victimized by inferior material or a 
lack of resonance with the kids? Are the 
Red Hot Chili Peppers still relevant to 
their once-massive audience? Word 
from inside Madonna's camp has the 
queen of reinvention at it again, collabo- 
rating with cool-cred producers on her 
new album (William Orbit. Marius 
DeVries) and inking with foe-turned-bud 
Courtney Love's management team. Q 
Prime. Can she get a thumbs-up from the 
1 2 Angry Viewers! And what about the 
new blood at WB? With Green Day the 



last new act to reach superstar status, 
industry watchers insist that A&R staffers 
must deliver the goods on recent signings 
(bidding-war babies Citizen King. 13- 
year-old singer/songwnter Shelby 
Sterner), while the radio promotion 
department will be expected to compete 
with the likes of red-hot Interscope (for- 
merly a Time Warner company) and 
Atlantic for precious playlist space When 
you remember that the Gen-X version of 
Frampton Comes Alive. Alanis 
Morissette's Jagged Little Pill (on 
Madonna's Mavenck imprint) saved 
WEA's bottom line in '96, and a 
Fleetwood Mac best-of live package 
helped bail out '97, it's clear that the work 
ahead for Phil Q, is Herculean ... 
Many insiders are questioning why 



the Mo/Lenny-run DreamWorks/SKG 
label is off to such a sputtering start 
Releases from George Michael. Henry 
Rollins, and Morphine whiffed, while 
the label's only radio success, the eels, 
barely dented public consciousness In a 
mari<et dominated by hip-hop. R&B. and 
disposable pop, is the concept of good, 
old-fashioned, long-term rock artist 
development (a la vintage Warners) out- 
moded? Can former Epic A&R slugger 
Michael "Goldle" Goldstone (Pearl 
Jam. Rage Against the Machine) 
deliver the goods when his initial sign- 
ings (the very-rock Sparrow, the 
very-Jeff Buckley Ours) hit the streets 
this year? Prevailing wisdom: Any start- 
up label is always just an Alanis away 
from industry immortality JOE FLEISCHER 
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I had written, I had called, I had 
pleaded. Finally, I was granted an 



appointment. During a day off on the 
fall, 1994 Nine Inch Nails tour in San 
Francisco, the hotel phone rang. 



The Doctor wants to meet you," came a woman's 
voice, stem and husky. 

I asked her if the Doctor would care to see our show 
the following night. I knew everything there was to 
know about the Doctor but he knew very little about me. 

The Doctor never leaves his house," she replied kaly. 

"Okay, virfien do you want me to come over? I'm in 
town for a few days." 

"The Doctor really wants to meet you," she replied. 
"Can you come between one and two tonight?" 

No matter what time the Doctor called for me and 
where he summoned me to, I planned to be there. I 
admired and respected him. We had a lot of things in 
common: We had experience as extravagant show- 
men, successfully placed curses on people, studied 
criminology and serial killers, found a kindred spirit in 
the writings of Nietzsche, and constnjcted a philosophy 
against represskan and in support of nonconformity. In 
short, we had both dedicated the better part of our 
lives to toppling Christianity with the weight of its own 
hypocrisy, and as a result been used as scapegoats 
to justify Christianity's existence. 

"Oh," the caller added before she hung up. "Make 
sure you come alone." 

The Doctor was the preferred name of Anton 
Szandor LaVey, founder and high priest of the Church 
of Satan. What neariy everybody in my life — ^from my 
black magic-dabbling high school friends to my 
Christian schoolteachers — had misunderstood about 
Satanism was that it is not about ritual sacrifices, digging 
up graves, and worshiping the devil. The devil doesn't 
exist. Satanism is about worshiping yourself, because 
you are responsible for your own good and evil. 
Christianity's war against the devil has always been a 
fight against man's most natural instincts — for sex, for 
violence, for self-gratification — and a denial of man's 
membership in the animal kingdom. The idea of heaven 
is just Christianity's way of creating a hell on earth. 

I'm not and have never been a spokesperson for 
Satanism. It's simply part of what I tielieve in, along with 
Dr. Seuss, Dr. Hook, Nietzsche, and the Bible, which I 
also believe in. I just have my own interpretation. 

That night in San Francisco, I didn't tell anybody 
v^ere I was going. I took a cab to LaVey's house on 
one of the city's main thoroughfares. He lived in an 
inconspicuous black building collared by a high, bmtal- 
looking bartjed wire fence. After paying the cab driver, I 
walked to the gate and noticed that there was no bell. 
As I contemplated tuming back, the gate creaked open. 
I was as nervous as I was excited, because, unlike most 
experiences where you meet someone you idolize, I 
could already tell this one vrauld not tie a letdown. 

I timidly entered the house and saw no one until I 
was halfway up the stairs. A fat man in a suit with a 
sweep of greasy black hair covering his bald spot 
stood at the top. Without saying a word, he motioned 
for me to follow him. In the times I visited LaVey since, 
the fat man never introduced himself or spoke. 

He brought me into a hallway and swung shut a 
heavy door, blotting out ttie light entirely. I couldn't 



even see the fat man to follow him anymore. Just as I 
felt myself panicking, he grabbed my arm and pulled 
me the rest of the way. As we followed the curve of the 
comdor, my hipbone collided with a doori<nob, causing 
it to turn slightly. Angered, the fat man pulled me away. 
Whatever was behind there was off-limits to guests. 

The fat man finally pulled open a door, and left me 
alone in a dimly lit study. Beside the door there was a 
lavishly detailed portrait of LaVey standing next to the 
lion he used to keep as a house pet. The opposite wall 
was covered with books — a mix of biographies of 
Hitler and Stalin, horror by Bram Stoker and Mary 
Shelley, philosophy by Nietzsche and Hegel, and 
manuals on hypnosis and mind control. The majority 
of the space was taken up by an ornate couch, over 
which hung several macabre paintings that looked 
like they were taken from Rod Seriing's Night Gallery. 
The oddest things about the room were the oversized 
playpen in the comer and the television set, which 
seemed out of place, a token of disposable con- 
sumerism in a worid of contemplation and contempt. 

To some people, this would all seem corny. To oth- 
ers, it would be temfying. To me, it was exciting. All the 
power LaVey wielded he gained through fear — the 
public's fear of a word: Satan. By telling people he was 
a Satanist, LaVey tiecame Satan in their eyes — which 
was not unlike my attitude toward becoming a rock 
star. "One hates what one fears," LaVey had written. 
"I have acquired power without conscious effort, by 
simply being." Those lines could have just as easily 
tieen something I had written. As important, humor, 
which has no place in Christian dogma, was essential 
to Satanism as a valid reaction to a grotesque, mis- 
shapen world dominated by a race of cretins. 

LaVey had been accused of being a Nazi and a 
racist, but his whole trip was elitism, which is the basic 
principle behind misanthropy. In a way, his intellectual 
elitism (and mine) is actually politically correct because 
it doesn't judge people by race or creed but by the 
attainable, equal opportunity criterion of intelligence. 
The biggest sin in Satanism is not murder, nor is it 
kindness. It is stupidity. I had originally written LaVey 
not to talk about human nature but to ask if he'd play 
theremin on Portrait of an American Family because I 
had heard he was the only registered union theremin 
musician in America. He never acknowledged the 
request directly. 

After sitting in the room by myself for several min- 
utes, a woman walked in. She had gaudy blue eyeliner, 
an unnatural coif of blow-dried bleach-blond hair, and 
pink lipstick smeared on like a kid drawing outside the 
lines in a coloring book. She wore a tight baby-blue 
cashmere sweater, a miniskirt and skin-toned hose 
with a '40s garter t)elt and high heels. Following her 
was a small child, Xerxes Satan LaVey, who ran up to 
me and tried to remove my rings. 

"I hope you're well," she said stiffly and formally. 
"I'm Blanche, the woman you spoke to on the phone. 
Hail Satan." 

I knew that I was supposed to respond with some 



kind of mannered phrase that ended with "hail Satan," 
but I couldn't bring myself to do so. It seemed too 
empty and ritualistic, like wearing a uniform in 
Christian school. 

As she left, no doubt disappointed by my manners, 
Blanche informed me, The Doctor will be out in a 
minute." The fbnnalities I had seen so far, combined with 
everything I knew about LaVey's past — as a circus ani- 
mal trainer, magician's assistant, police photographer, 
buriesque hall pianist, and all-around hustler — led me 
to expect a grand entrance. I was not disappointed. 

LaVey didn't walk into the room — he appeared. All 
that was missing was the sound of an explosion and a 
puff of smoke. He wore a black sailor's cap, a tailored 
black suit, and dark sunglasses, even though he was 
indoors at 2:30 a.m. He moved toward me, shook my 
hand, and said right off the bat in his rasping voice, "I 
appreciate the name Marilyn Manson because it's 
about putting different extremes together, which is 
what Satanism is about. But I can't call you Marilyn. 
Can I call you Brian?" 

"Sure, whatever you feel comfortable with," I replied. 

"Because of my relationship with Marilyn in the '60s, 
I feel uncomfortable tiecause she has a special place 
in my heart," LaVey said, closing his eyes gently as he 
spoke. He went on to talk about a sexual relationship 
he had with Monroe that began when he was the organ- 
ist in a club where she was a stripper. In our conversa- 
tion, he planted the seed that his association with her 
made her career flower. Taking credit for such things is 
part of LaVey's style, but he never does it an'ogantly. 
It's always done naturally, as if it were a well-known fact. 

He removed the sunglasses from his goateed 
gargoyle head, familiar to thousands of teen dabblers 
from the back cover of The Satanic Bible, and instant- 
ly we were enmeshed in an intense conversation. I 
had just met Traci Lords backstage after a show at 
the Universal Amphitheatre in Los Angeles, and she 
had invited me to a party the next night. Nothing sex- 
ual happened, but it was an overwhelming experi- 
ence because she was like a giri version of me — very 
bossy and constantly playing mind games. Since 
LaVey had a relationship with another sex symbol, I 
thought that maybe he could give me some advice on 
what to do about Traci, whom I was both confused 
and captivated by. 

The advice that ensued was very cryptic, which was 
no doubt another way for him to maintain power. The 
less people understand you, the smarter they think 
you are. "I feel like you guys tielong together, and I 
think something very important is going to happen with 
your relationship," he concluded. It sounded more like 
the result of $50 and five minutes spent calling the 
Psychic Friends Networi^ than something I expected 
LaVey to say. 

He continued by sharing sordid details atxiut his 
sex life with Jayne Mansfield and said that after all 
this time he still felt responsible for her death in a car 
crash because he had put a curse on her manager 
and tioyfriend, Sam Brody, after a dispute with him. 
Unfortunately for Mansfield, she happened to be with 
him that night in New Orleans when a mosquito-spray 
tanker crashed into his car, decapitating them both. 
Although I was suspicious about some of LaVey's 
claims, his rhetoric and confidence were convincing. 
He had a mesmerizing voice, perhaps from his experi- 
ences as a hypnotist. The most valuable thing he did 
that day was to help me understand and come to 
terms with the deadness, hardness, and apathy I was 
feeling about myself and the worid around me, explain- 
ing that it was all necessary, a middle step in an evolu- 
tion from an innocent child to an intelligent, powerful 
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being capable of making a mark on the vrorld. 

One aspect of LaVey's camy personality was ttiat 
he liked to align himself with stars like Jayne Mansfield 
and Sammy Davis, Jr., also a Satanist. So it wasn't 
surprising that as I left he encouraged me to bring 
Trad to visit him. 

The next day, Traci happened to be flying in from 
Los Angeles for our show in Oakland. I was badly 
bruised and banged up after the concert, so she came 
back to the hotel, where she bathed and mothered me. 
But, once again, I didn't sleep with her because I was 
still determined to remain faithful to my girlfriend Missi. 
though Traci was the first person I had met who 
seemed capable of melting my resolve. I told her about 
my meeting with LaVey, and she gave me the whole 
Deepak Chopra, Celestine Prophecy, healing crystal. 
New Age rap about destiny, resurrection, and the 
afteriife. She didn't seem to understand what he was 
about, so I tried to clue her in as I sank into restless 
sleep: This guy's got an interesting point of view. You 
should listen to him." 

When I brought her to his house the next day, she 
was 8 lot more cynical and self-righteous than I had 
been — at first. She walked in with the attitude that he 
was a hoax and full of shit, so she debated him when- 
ever she disagreed even slightly with something. But 
when he said that a louse had more right to live than a 
human or that natural disasters are good for humanity 
or that the concept of equality was horseshit, he was 
prepared to back it up intelligently. She left the house 
in silence with dozens of new ideas swiriing in her head. 

On that visit, LaVey showed me a little more of the 
house — the bathroom, which was strewn with real or 
fake cobvi^bs. and the kitchen, which was infested 
with snakes, vintage electronic instruments, and cof- 
fee mugs with pentagrams on them. Like any good 
shovmian, LaVey only let you know what he was about 
in small pieces and revelations, and the more informa- 
tion he gave you the more you realized how little you 



really knew about him. Near the end of our visit, he 
said, 'I want to make you a reverend," and gave me a 
crimson card certifying me as a minister in the Church 
of Satan. Little did I know that accepting that card 
would be one of the most controversial things I had 
done to that point; it seemed then (and it still does) that 
my ordainment was simply a gesture of respect. It was 
like an honorary degree from a university. 

It was also LaVey's way of passing down the torch, 
because he was semiretired and tired of spending so 
many years advancing the same argument. No rock 
musician has advocated Satanism in any ludd, intelli- 
gent, accessible way since perhaps the Rolling Stones, 
who in "Monkey Man" came up with a line that could 
have been my credo, "Well I hope we're not too mes- 
sianic / Or a trifle too satanic." As I left, LaVey put a 
bony hand on my shoulder, and, as it lay there coldly, 
he said, "You're gonna make a big dent. You're going 
to make an impression on the worid." 

When I next met with LaVey a year and a half later 
on our "Antichrist Superstar' tour, we had a tot to dis- 
cuss. I had seen the enemies I was up against, and not 
only were they capable of stopping shov/s and making 
unreasonable demands on our performances, but they 
were capable of, for no reason at all, taking away the 
one thing LaVey and I both stand for: personal free- 
dom. Like LaVey. I had also discovered what happens 
when you say something powerful that makes people 
think. They become afraid of you. and they neutralize 
your message by giving you a label that is not open to 
interpretation — as a fascist, a devil worshiper, or an 
advocate of rape and violence. 

On this visit to LaVey's house, I brought our 
bassist. Twiggy Ramirez, with me. We were allowed 
to enter one of the only rooms in his 13-chamber 
house I hadn't been in. It was behind the door his fat 
steward had jerked me away from when I first visited 
the house. The room was a private museum of 
arcana. The entrance was a giant Egyptian sarcoph- 



agus that had been propped up against the doorway. 
There was a rocking chair that had supposedly 
belonged to Rasputin, Aleister Crowley's pipe, a 
satanic altar with a giant pentagram above it. and a 
couch lined with the fur of some endangered 
species. We sat at an old wooden dining table (prob- 
ably something Aleister Crowley used to snort heroin 
off of) and ate steak. 

We spoke of religion, and how much of it is just a 
custom preserving practical codes of health, morality, 
and justice that are no longer necessary for group 
survival (like not eating animals with cloven hooves). 
It makes a lot more sense to follow The Satanic 
Bible, written with 20th-century humanity in mind, 
than a book that was written as a companion to a 
culture long since defunct. 

The last time I saw LaVey we had discussed 
Traci. so he asked me what had happened with her. I 
told him that she had blown me off and his optimistic 
prediction about our relationship was wrong, ^t 
after our show the next day, I found out she had 
been trying to hunt me down all along. Since by then 
I had a Top 1 0 album, our relationship had flipped on 
its axis, as LaVey said it would. When I first met 
Traci the fact that she was a star made her seem dis- 
tant and unattainable. It crushed me, which made 
me stronger, filling me with the desire — the need — to 
become more of a fucking rock star. Now 1 had 
become one. This time around I was in charge, and I 
didn't give a shit because I only wanted her when I 
couldn't have her. 

A year later, a few days after Halloween, I got a 
call at 4 A.M. telling me that LaVey had died. I was 
surprised by how sad I felt, because he had actually 
become a father figure to me and I never got the 
chance to say good-bye to him or even thank him for 
his inspiration. But at the same time I knew that even 
though the worid had lost a great philosopher, hell 
had gained a new leader, (continued on page 66) 
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both an idol and a 
"weird father figure" 
rwhen Church of 
Sataii founder Anton LaVey died of 
heart disease in San Francisco last 
Octot>er. He was 67. LaVey's anti- 
theistic religion, which he launched in 
1966, is based on a Social Oanivinian 



philosophy 
espousing rugged 
individualism, 
ego gratification, 
hedonism, and 
magical powers. 
Though the charis- 
matic occultist 
was embraced by 
the hippie coun- 
terculture of the 
late '60s. he was 
widely denounced 
by Christians 
throughout the 
wortd. 

"Anton gave me 
that extra deter- 
mination 1 needed 
when 1 was facing the height of my 
opposition," Manson says. "If you look 
at the outrage he engendered at the 
time, it's not unlike what I've seen over 
the past two years." 

LaVey played the Devil in the 1968 



Safari's litUe 
helper: Anton 
LaVey. left, charms 
the ladies. 



film Rosemary's Baby, but is best 
known for the cult bestseller The 
Satanic Bible, which he published to 
instant notoriety in 1969. He had 
secluded himself in his black Victorian 
mansion in San Francisco since the 
eariy '80s. but his youth was marked 
by such disparate r6sum6 builders as 
lion trainer, police photographer, and 
paranomnal investigator. Throughout 
his life he was a consummate musi- 
cian, adept at everything from the violin 
to the calliope. LaVey became an 
oboist with the San Francisco Ballet 
Orchestra at the age of 1 6. and later 
played organ for circuses, burlesque 
shows, silent movies, traveling tent 
revivals, and off cial civic functions. 
"He really was a musical genius," says 
his daughter Karta LaVey, 45. "He 
could play almost any instrument you 
put in front of him." 

In recent years, the San Francisco- 
based Amarillo Records released Satan 
Takes a Holiday and several other 
recordings of LaVey's renditions of ttie 
music he truly loved: the bombastic, 
melodramatic tunes of yesteryear. "He 
was a warm and witty guy who was 
really into the old novelties and pranks 



you see in the back of comic books," 
says Amarillo owner Gregg Turt<ington. 
"He had a remote control whoopie 
cushion that he'd hide in his couch 
when people came over." 

The owner of a massive record 
collection, LaVey was dedicated to 
documenting pop culture's ephemera, 
not unlike his late contemporary Tiny 
Tim. Asked how her father would have 
wanted to tie remembered, Karia 
LaVey says simply, "for providing an 
alternative for people who feel differ- 
ent." 'He lived a full life and should be 
proud of all the people he's enraged," 
adds Manson. "I'm sure he's sitting In 
hell right now and laughing." 

In any case, LaVey's lifelong fight 
against wtiat lie considered mind- 
numbing Judeo-Christian indoctrina- 
tion has had a profound impact on 
alienated youth. Then, of course, 
there's his contribution to hipster fash- 
ion: the shaved-head-wilti-goatee 
look. "1 took my father out for a ride 
recently." Karia says, "and as were dri- 
ving down Castro Street, he looked 
out the window and said. What is this? 
All of these guys look like mel' ' 

MIKEROWEU 



64 SPIN 



nl met Fiona Apple at the 
• Grammy Awards after-party 
in February 1997. She was this little 
singer who no one had heard of. 
I was a huge fan of her music. 



And she was so sexy and fragile — definitely too 
fragile for me. If I was ever to be put in a circum- 
stance where I could have sex with her, I would 
decline because her vagina is probably too precious 
to be dirtied by my filthy cock. When she walked 
into the room they were blasting the song we did for 
David Lynch's Lost Highway, "Apple of Sodom," 
and the lyric playing was, "I got something you can 
never eat." For a moment, I had a delusional self- 
experience, t)ecause that song's about obsession 
and things you can never have and, in a distant way, 
is kind of inspired by her. 

She was slouched over and looked very timid, 
almost like a wounded deer, as if she was about to 
cry. I asked her what was wrong, and she said she 
was overwhelmed and show business was too much 
stress for a girl of her age with her constitution. I asked 
her to sit down and said I'd bring her some food or a 
drink, but she was a vegan and, unlike me, was really 
picky about what she'd put into her body, which defi- 
nitely means we'll never get along even though I'm 
attracted to her on many different levels When I was 
speaking with her. I was distracted for two seconds 
by some drunk teenage daughter of a celebrity who 
was bouncing around singing songs and talking about 
the various rock stars who had made her pregnant. 
Another starfucker and sycophant sucking the life out 
of me and distracting me from the conversation that I 
wanted to have. When I turned back around, this 
weird fellow had kind of slithered his way up to Fiona, 
and was performing card tricks for her. Really lame. In 
the book of shitty ways to pick up women this was 
chapter one. But I think it worked. 

The next day I asked Fiona to come to the pre- 
miere of Howard Stern's Private Parts with me. He 
uses a song of ours in the movie. In some ways I think 
Howard Stem and I are very similar because he just 
says what's on his mind and It pisses a lot of people 
off but it also entertains them. I consider him one of 
the people responsible for breaking "Sweet Dreams" 
because he really pushed it. 

I thought Fiona was going to blow me off t)ecause 
she launched into the kind of drawn-out story about 
visiting a long-lost relative that I would make up if I 
wanted to get out of doing something. But she called 
back later and said she'd go. 

In true rock star form, I picked her up to go to 
Private Parts in a white limo. And in true anti-rock 
star form, she came out makeupless with uncombed 
hair. This was my first celebrity big-deal event, and I 
didn't know how to behave at all. There was this red 
carpet and apparently you were supposed to walk 
down it and let people take photos of you, but I was 
kind of confused. I walked down a few steps, 
thought I was going the wrong way, then came back 
to the car. Then somebody told me that I was sup- 
posed to be walking on the red carpet, so I went 
halfway down, then got scared because I didn't 
know if I was supposed to stop or not. Meanwhile, a 
bunch of media cornered Fiona and she got mixed 



up doing an interview with Flavor Flav. I couldn't 
take any more, I was so aggravated. It's not my 
scene to sit around and schmooze with a bunch of 
assholes who don't know who you are but pretend 
like they do. Fiona decided she was gonna leave 
and I wasn't really even disappointed because I felt 
bad for how overwhelmed she was. 

I went upstairs with Twiggy, who was with us, and 
ran into Flavor Flav. We high-fived and we danced 
around. I couldn't see his eyes, but if I could have he 
probably would have been giving me the wink that 
people who use drugs give to one another, whether 
it's for real or it's in your mind. I was impressed with 
the fact that he didn't know who Marilyn Manson 
was, though I'm not even sure if he knew who he 
was because he was definitely out of his fucking 
head. At that point I ran into Billy Corgan, and I 
immediately gave him some muscle relaxants I had 
in my pocket. We decided that they made us feel 
"fruity." and then we decided that that would be a 
great name for a band to start together. So we began 
having a long, in-depth meeting inspired by the fruity 
drug to create a fruit-filled experience called Fruity, 
which will probably never happen because I don't 
know where I put those pills. 

I was surprised that Billy was cool because I 
thought he'd be a total asshole from all the spiritual 
hate mail I had gotten over the years from Trent 
Reznor, who allegedly despises Billy over an alleged 
conflict allegedly dealing with Courtney because when 
Trent allegedly fucked Courtney, which he says he 
didn't. Billy allegedly fucked Trent's alleged girlfriend, 
which he allegedly says he did, or so I'm told. 

Then I tried to give the mysterious pills to Conan 
O'Brien, telling him they were Prozac and he looked 
like he could use them. He just smiled with that weird 
creepy baby head of his and walked away to talk to a 
friend. I gave him the finger, and he just laughed. It's 
amazing the things that you can get away with when 
something looks wrong with one of your eyes, you 
have badly applied makeup, you're six-foot-three and 
you're accompanied by some weirdo with the front of 
his head shaved who looks like a cross between 
Gregory Hines and a Klingon on crack undergoing 
radiation therapy. (If you're reading this. Twiggy, I'm 
sorry.) Then I think we ran into Tom Arnold, who was 
all sweaty and anxious and racy and basically looked 
like he was on speed of some sort. I asked him where 
the drugs were because I was giving him that same 
wink that I had imagined exchanging with Flavor Flav 
eariier. And he just joked "Shhh," and I said, "All right; 
well, call me." 

As I was trying to walk downstairs, someone 
pulled me aside and said, "Come do this interview." 
So me, Billy, Twiggy, and Billy's girtfriend walked 
over to this couch where Howard Stern was broad- 
casting from. Joan Rivers was standing across from 
us. It was loud and chaotic and no one could hear 
anything anyone was saying (except us. because we 
had headphones on). Joan Rivers was holding up a 



sign that said i need to talk to you. So I felt like I had 
to explain vrtiat was going on to Howard, because it 
was all being filmed for televisk>n. I joked that Joan 
had given me a blowjob in the bathroom and now she 
was stalking me and I couldn't get rid of her because 
she wanted to give me another sloppy blowjob or 
something. I motioned for her to come over, and she 
came over and got down on her knees in front of me 
to beg for an interview. But it looked like she was sup- 
porting my claim — except for those beanbag tits, 
she's not bad-looking for her age. Since she couldn't 
understand what we were saying, we continued to 
humiliate her until we got bored. 

We were just standing around aftenwards when all 
of a sudden I saw walking towards me this blond, tan 
girl — the antithesis of virtiat I look for in a woman — in a 
bright canary yellow dress that she must have had to 
wear as some kind of karmic retribution for something 
she had done in a past life. Though she was not the 
kind of giri you'd want to hold hands with in public, the 
fact that she was attractive shone through. All this 
flashed before my eyes in the first few seconds 
because I decide If I'm going to like sometxjdy before 
they even mention their name. I have a bad habit of not 
rememt)ering people's names virhen they say them. I'm 
usually too busy analyzing them — trying to read their 
intentions and determine if they're out to fuck me or get 
fucked, if they want drugs or have drugs, if... I can't 
think of anything else that's important in life. 

So this canary woman asked for my autograph 
because she's a really big fan. A little annoyed at 
being interrupted, I quickly dashed off an autograph, 
but as I did everyone was looking at me funny, like I 
was fucking someone's mother or shitting in the 
punch bowl. Afterwards, some guy came up to me 
and told me that the woman was Jenna Jameson. I 
asked him who Jenna Jameson was, and he said that 
she was the most famous porno star right now. In 
the back of my head I thought about Traci Lords and 
how she had actually been up for the part of a seduc- 
tress in the Howard Stem movie. 

She asked if she could sit with me during the 
movie — she seemed real innocent, or she was a good 
actress — and we walked to the theater, assaulted by 
paparazzi flashbulbs. I got scared for a moment, but 
the fruity pills I took calmed me down When I sat 
down, in front of me was Kevin Bacon, behind me 
was Sherman Hemsley, and walking across the room 
was Corey Feldman, a name that, ironically, one of 
my bandmates was staying under at the hotel. I was 
always amused by Corey Feldman. He was a great 
actor in Stand By Me when he had the deformed ear 
and went around saying, "Jeordie screwed the 
pooch, Jeordie screwed the pooch." Since Jeordie Is 
Twiggy's real name, I always said that to him, espe- 
cially when he did screw the pooch. 

Corey was in a pseudo-Michael Jackson sort of 
outfit that made him look stupider than any of his 
movies had ever made him look, and that's hard to 
achieve, especially after Dream A Little Dream (Part 
5). I felt like it was my duty to introduce Corey 
Feldman to Sherman Hemsley since I had known their 
artwori< for so long. In order to shake hands, they had 
to reach over the head of Billy Corgan, so his bald 
head became the bridge over which two heroes of my 
childhood. Mr. Jefferson and Dorky the Vampire 
Slayer, met. 

I continued to torment Corey aftenwards, putting 
lipstick on him and introducing him to strangers. 
Because It is my duty to punch below the belt, I told 
him I was a big fan of the rap song that I saw him per- 
form on television, virhich was among the shiftiest 
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songs ever recorded yet still not cool enough by far to 
be the worst thing I had ever heard. 

When the movie started, Jenna Jameson kept 
making comments like. "Well, what are we going to 
do later? Are we going to go out to a bar? Are we 
going to hang out? You know I strip dance to your 
music. Wow I can't believe that I'm really sitting here 
with you...." She had a whole catalog of different "I'm 
a wtiore, I'm a virgin, I'm your mom. I'm your daugh- 
ter" lines; she had all different kinds of fuck-me-doll 
looks; she pulled out the entire contents of her 
seduction bag of tricks. There's a scene in the film 
where Howard is sitting with a famous B-movie girl 
at a tfieater and she puts her hand on his leg. At the 
same time. Jenna put her hand on my leg. which 
completely freaked me out tiecause the part that 
Traci Lords was originally supposed to play in the 
movie was that B-movie actress. 

Jenna's hand slowly started to creep up toward 
my crotch, and, since I wasn't on coke, I had a 
hard-on. I probably could have gotten one anyways 
because she had some sort of magical touch to 
her fingertips. After the film, we rode to the Whiskey 
Bar in my limo. She had a friend with her that no- 
body wanted to talk to because she wasn't a porn 
star and the fact that she wasn't wearing a yellow 
dress didn't make up for the fact that she was not 
as attractive as her friend. Maybe Jenna had worn 
the yellow dress out of friendship, like a golfing 
handicap, to diminish her powers. 

At the bar, we sat between Billy Corgan and Rick 
Rubin. Somehow Jenna had my jacket on her lap, 
and she put my hand up her skirt to show me that 
she wasn't wearing any underwear. So I was sitting 
there with my hand inside her trying to convince Billy 
Corgan, on my left, that if he wore a yellow shirt with 
a black zig-zag across it he would be Chariie Brown. 
But I was so drunk and high that Rick Rubin s beard 
seemed like a cloud, covering the whole room. 
Everybody had his beard. I looked around and Jenna 
had ttie beard, I felt the beard under her skirt, all of a 
sudden Billy Corgan had a full head of hair made out 
of Rick Rubin's beard. ZZ Top showed up in the 
Eliminator car and a bunch of hot giris got out. They 
were all people I had fucked and they all had beards. 
I got stressed out. and I was having a bit of an 
episode, and I didn't know where my finger was. 
When I removed it I was too scared to look at it or 
smell it l>ecause if it was good, I would want to make 
Billy smell it, and if it was bad, I didn't want it to ruin 
the pleasant evening I was anticipating. So I just 
avoided it altogether, sitting on my hand so the smell 
wouldn't waft. 

Back in the limo, I asked Jenna if she wanted to 
go back to my room. But she said she had some- 
one waiting for her at her hotel. Then she had 
some kind of secret dialogue with her friend in Urdu 
or old Dutch or sign language or hieroglyphics. 
What I discovered through my years of linguistic 
and archaeological research into women's codes 
was that she was married and her husband was 
waiting for her, which was fantastic and made me 
want her more. So she came back with me. o( 
course, and 1 recalled from the film that the charac- 
ter who was supposed to be played by Traci Lords 
made Howard Stern get in the bathtub with her. So 
I thought, "Why not?" The only other thing I can 
remember from that night is that she had a tattoo 
on her ass that said heartbreaker. But then again, 
everyone in America who has ever watched any of 
her films knows that, so maybe it was all a dream 
But if it was a dream, it was a wet one. e 



Rock Star slash 
Antichrist slash 
Author? 

Why the hell not, says Marilyn Manson 



Spin: You're only 28. Don't you think it's 
a little early to write an autobiography? 
Marilyn Manson: I thought it would be easier 
now than later in life to explain how I grew up 
and the transformation that's taken place over 
the past 27 years. I tried to do that on Antichrist 
Superstar, but it was much more esoteric and 
metaphorical, and I don't think a lot of people 
understood it Now people will know the facts, 
not a version skewed by magazine editors. 

How much of The Long Hard Road Out of 
Hell did you actually write? 

It was mostly dictated. I would tell [coauthor) 
Neil Strauss stories, because I don't have the 
patience or skill to write them down myself. 
I'm sure in a month or so I'll deny things I've 
said and attribute them to drug use or coercion 
by Neil. 

After reading your life story, do you still 
like yourself? 

I'm so detached from the things that I've done 
that when I read the book it's almost like hearing 
them for the first time. Sometimes it makes me 
feel like shit about myself, and sometimes it 
makes me finally understand. 

In the book you dis most everyone, from 
friends like Trent Reznor, Daisy 
Berkowitz, and Courtney Love, to your 
fans, your parents, and your record label. 
Do you fear retaliation from anyone? 
I don't fear anything. Life is short and I'm here 
to entertain people. It's just my point of view 
Anyone I've offended, they always have their 
side of the story. 

Do you think Trent, who produced 
>lntic/in'st Superstar, will be entertained 
with your portrayal of him as a jealous 
control freak? 

I don't know how he'll feel about anything that 
I've done or said, t love him like a brother and I 
hope that we've all learned something from the 
past year. ,^ 

Tell me about your next album. 

We're neariy finished writing it. Whereas on 
Antictirist Superstar \ compared myself to 
Lucifer's fall from heaven, giving God the middle 
finger the whole way down, the new album is 
more about what happens when I land on earth 
and try to fit in as a human being. 

Who will produce the record? 

Billy Corgan will be executive producer. After 
meeting him last year I saw he was different 



than the p.'^jple I had worked with in the past. 
I ve always been more of a traditional Beatles/ 
Rolling Stones/David Bowie songwriting fan, 
and sometimes that had been discouraged for 
the sake of being more inventive. Billy actually 
made me feel good about the things that I like 
in music. I've also recruited the Dust Brothers 
to mix the album 

Why did you decide to work with Billy 
instead of Trent? 

I don't want people to think Marilyn Manson 
can only sound like Nine Inch Nails. We hired 
Trent because I respected, and still do respect, 
what he does musically. But that's not all I 
have to offer 

A lot of people say Trent Reznor was the 
talent behind your last two albums. 

The next record will prove Marilyn Manson's 
musical identity. And whether that proves that 
I'm a failure or a genius remains to be seen. 

Will you stay on Reznor's Nothing 
Records? 

Absolutely. There's no bitterness on my part 
toward Trent, but there is no reason for us to 
work together on another album. 

Are you plotting to piss off conserva- 
tives with the next record? 

No. I'm actually hoping to piss off Satanists. It 
may have a gospel edge to it. 

Does that mean you won't be playing 
Ozzfest next summer? 

Maybe Lilith Fair would be better. Those 
people are far more depraved and satanic 
than I could ever be. Christians hate their mes- 
sage— open-mindedness. sexuality, women's 
rights — and they're presenting it in an innocu- 
ous, folksy way. That's much more subversive 
than me. 

What do you think of the recent Senate 
hearings where they blamed your song 
lyrics for a teenager's suicide? 

It's a tradition to try and blame music for a bad 
upbringing. These hearings are the result of 
someone looking to get reelected or trying to get 
their name in the paper. They exploit the parents 
who claim their kids have been injured because 
of music. That's far more despicable than any- 
thing I could ever do. JULIA CHAPLIN 

For a collection of Marilyn Manson reviews, 
features, and downloadable soundclips and 
images, log on to our online site at keyword: 
Spin on AOL. 
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Here he comes, king of the Jungle. 
With restless strides, the proud male 
moves powerfully across the open plain, 
past the herd at the watering hole, and 
on toward his final destination: the DJ 
booth, A young female cuts him off: "Goldie! Goldiel" 
Wearing a black Gucci turtleneck, eight gold rings, a 
gold rope chain, and diamond-encrusted gold teeth, 
the most visible artist in jungle stops for a second to 
chat. Noticing a reporter lingering behind him, he affa- 
bly tums around. "Hey, man," he says in homeboy 
Cockney. "This is my friend Kate Moss." 

It's Saturday night at Manhattan's ritzy Supper Club 
and Goldie is in full mack mode. His paramour Naomi 
Campbell is smoking up a storm nearby. His friend 
Laurence Fishbume ("the only nigga I know that can 
speak in a proper English accent") is out getting his 
groove on. The Cristal is flowing, the beats are bumping, 
and Wyclef Jean is here in a gorilla suit. Life is good. 

There is, however, a touch of cognitive dissonance. 
"It's weird." Goldie muses. "A lot of people hear about 
me just through me being me, without even having 
heard my music. I don't know why that is." 

Goldie is neither a Jagger nor a Gallagher, yet this 
British DJ with Stateside sales in the mere tens of thou- 
sands is quite at ease among the truly fabulous; he's 
even got the bear hugs and air kisses dovm pat. "If I were 
younger, I wouldn't be able to handle this," he confides. 
"But now I'm like a chameleon. I can zoom in and zoom 
out, tune in, tune out. Like, I'm here, you're not." 

Spoken like a true celeb. If there are to be no stars 
In the communal, post-rave universe of electronica, 
apparently nobody told Goldie. But then, Goldie proba- 
bly wouldn't have listened Both as an artist and pop 
figure, Goldie demands, and largely deserves, a sharp 



recalibration of expectations — about persona, genre, 
and musicianship, not to mention dental artistry. He is, 
at the very least, one of a kind. 

Born Clifford Price of a white mother 
and black father, raised in state homes, and 
possessed of a furiously inquisitive energy, 
Goldie has, in his itinerant 32 years, become a befud- 
dling hybrid of subcultural species: British B-boy, 
Miami player, grafitti guerilla, conceptual artist, and 
tabloid creation. His major inspirations include KRS- 
One and jazz-fusion guitarist Pat Metheny. His girt- 
friends have ranged from visionary pop singer Bjbrk to 
supermodel Campbell, his buddies from David Bowie 
to a Miami hustler cun'ently doing a 20-year stretch for 
double homicide. Even his appearance, with his 
cropped bleached hair, boxer's build, and shining 
incisors, makes him for some kind of 6/ade Runner 
replicant, a hyperevolved hominid of the future. 

And then there is the music. Goldie's 1995 debut 
Timeless was an underground breakthrough, wrapping 
the riotous, jittery energy of U.K. drum'n'bass around 
sweeping ghetto elegies and giving a face to the pro- 
gressive sonics of jungle. The flagship of Goldie's 
impeccably hip label Metalheadz, Timeless proved 
accessible to British ears — it went Gold in England — 
but less so to Americans, where the mix of altemative 
noise and R&B sheen caused it to fall into the void 
between black and alt-rock radio. "The cool black 
music and cool white music mix easier in Britain," 
says Peter Koepke, president of Goldie's U.S. label, 
London Records. "They happen on the same radio 
stations, they happen in the same magazines. So 
Goldie, being a bit of both, has a hard time fitting into 
American culture." 



Here, it is up to the new Satuivz Return albUm to 
give Goldie a musical profile to match his social one. 
Satumz Return does have the marquee gestures of a 
crossover record. There's the hip-hop-meets-jungle 
track stamng KRS-One ( "We represent like the 
Internet," goes one line), a furious distortion-soaked 
romp with guitarist Noel Gallagher, and a star tum by 
David Bowie, who sings on the vaporous "Truth." But 
along with its big-name cameos and anthemic sweep, 
Satumz Return also shows a self-indulgence and ego- 
ism that will challenge even the most committed listen- 
er's patience. "Letter of Fate" sets a suicide note 
Goldie wrote 15 years ago to an adagio jazz-piano noc- 
turne, while the hour-long (!) track "Mother" is an angst- 
drenched multimovement electrosymphony that 
thematically follows Goldie's life from pre-birth to 
present day. Sounding at times like Schoenberg, 
Gershwin, and Philip Glass, "Mother" breaks just about 
every barrier of size, ambition, and Ixjmbast in 
recorded music history. 

Describing Goldie's magnum opus, engineer Mark 
Sayfritz sounds less like a musician and more like 
William Gibson, "In the end, it was 9,000 audio files, 48 
tracks of tape, 48 tracks of ProTools, 1 09 channels full 
on a JP-9000 desk, and 32 tracks of DR-88 njnning at 
the same time," he says. "And there's a 40-piece 
orchestra on top of it all. I've been making records for a 
long time and I've never seen anything like that." 

The sprawling bildungsroman addresses the most 
painful issue in Goldie's life, parental abandonment, 
with a singularly integrative m o. It was method acting 
as composition. 

"Part of the concept was doing stuff in the real world 
at the same time," Goldie explains. "I had to break the 
chain of abandonment in my life and the only thing I could 
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really do was to bring my father back to my mother." 

While he was phoning family members, burying 
hatchets, and arranging nneetings. Goldie was also In 
the studio committing musical leitmotivs to tape. "It was 
like a gate that opened after about three months of no 
sleep,' he says. *l did a synth arrangement of the 
sounds I've had in my box for years." After singing 25- 
minutes' worth of these sounds and melodies Into a 
recorder, he began to cut them with samplers and 
sequencers and to kx>p ttiem, expanding the different 
sections exponentially. "It was like an autopsy," he 
says, "because I chopped into the orchestra and It 
started expanding from the inside out. I was examining 
myself, examining my life." 

As the piece grew, orchestrators were hired, pro- 
ducers departed, and Goklle came ckiser to bringing 
his estranged family togettier. Finally, after six months, 
work was complete. 

"I stopped when I reunited my nxjther with my father 
after 25 years," he says, "Put 'em all in the room, took a 
picture. Had one of my sons there to see It, so I could 
say, 'Hey, that's your granddad.' It was physically hard 
to face that. Once that was over I could finish the 
album and take another t>reath. That was the last page. 
The epikjgue." 

I ask him If his mother has heard the song. He 
shakes his head. 

"She'll probably take it wrong," he says. "That's 
exactly tfie point. She's hasn't understood me for 20 
fucking years * 

As if the hubris of his nsw record 
weren't enough, Goklie has yet another quality 
that might alienate more principled music fans. 
While we Americans have only recently come to grips 
with musicians who twkldle knobs rather than strum 



chords, Goldie Is not even a programmer. Or an engi- 
neer. In fact, he is only recently a DJ. So what does he 
play: the stereo? 

"I may not engineer," Goldie admits, "but I can sit 
five engineers in a room and say. This is what we're 
going to do, guys,' and end up with something none 
of them could have thought of." He Is, In a broad 
sense, a "producer," but less a technocrat than a per- 
sonnel manager, a film director, or — in the case of 
Satumz Return — the chairman of some huge public- 
wori<s project. 

Skeptics might see this as charlatanism, and 
Goldie as a musical Marts Kostabi — a businessman-as- 
artist who simply signs his name to worths created by 
artisans. Defenders might place his nriethods in the 
esteemed black-music tradition; visonaries from 
Duke Ellington to Charies MIngus to RZA have made 
sidemen their primary instruments. Goldie himself 
views this approach as a perfectly natural outgrowth of 
his prior medium, graffiti. "Five engineers Is no 
different from a very big canvas for me." he explains. 
"They're just different widths of brushes. 'Cause (the 
piece] is already there, you know? It's all In my 
head. I got the whole outline, and I just go and fill it in." 

Whassup New Yoric Cltaaaayl" 
yells Goldie, taking the stage at the 
Hammerstein Ballroom. He and his multira- 
cial, multigender band are just beginning their 
national tour supporting Jane's Addiction. "Are the 
freaks in the house?!" 

As a matter of fact, yes — a devil, a big orange 
M&M, and a paunchy, six-foot Yoda among them. 
It being Halloween, the plentiful costumes make 
the crowd kx>k like a downtown club on any 
regular night. But if they look like club kids, the 



crowd shows no signs of acting like them. 

While programmer Mark Sayfritz starts up the 
surging synths and the zaftig diva Diane 
Chariemagne sings the words "inner city life...," the 
kids remain still and attentive. Even after the brisk 
jungle beats of "Timeless" kick in, they seem mostly 
expectant. Goldie isn't making it any easier on them 
by running "Timeless" at its full 22 minutes. The 
music is lush and transporting, but there are too many 
long moments of suspended energy, where the 
singer and sidemen seem to be marking time, looking 
at one another, waiting for a change in the rhythm 
track. Finally, the song ends. Someone yells "Jane's 
Addiction." Another guy throws an Ice cube. On to 
song two. 

Tomorrow night, Goldie will headline a sold-out 
show filled with the leopard-skin Kangols and well- 
groomed dreads of U.K.-flavored bohemia. He'll 
fall on his back and drum the stage with his feet, stalk 
the crowd shirtless, and after the set, while he spins 
records, a circle of breakdancers will form below the 
DJ tiooth. A 25-year-old blond will borrow my notepad 
to scribble rock'n'roll is dead. Tonight, though, 
Goldie's getting heckled by Long Island. By the time 
he takes the mike to shout, Rollins-like, the aggro 
lyrics to "Temper Temper," it is too late for rock 
conversions. "That's the problem with making music 
that's in the future," Goldie says. "When you get there, 
there's no other fucker there." 

The next night Goldie and I sit outside the venue 
in the backseat of a Lincoln Town Car — windows up, 
chain-smoking — going over the details of performance. 
Right now, we're on equipment. "Nine-millimeter Smith 
& Wesson automatic," Goldie says appreciatively. 
"That's a fucking good gun, man. It's better than a 
GkM:k. The Glock's got a lot of power but it's not that 
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Goldie takes time out... 

accurate.' In his black-framed glasses, 
white Hilfiger warm-up suit, and base- 
ball cap. Goldie looks like either a 
vacationing physicist or a high-end hit- 
man. "I shot a Desert Eagle once. They 
got a lot of power; they're mad." 

With such repartee. Goldie easily defies the 
techno-geek stereotype that much of America still 
holds about electronica artists. More gangsta than 
button pusher, Goldie speaks in a breathless mix of 
North English accent and B-boy patois, a wired street 
punk who won't stop. 'He's a very passionate per- 
son," says Charlemagne "We've both experienced a 
lot of the same things. We grew up in ghettos; we're 
both from West Indian parents; we both have a white 
mother and a black father. He's concerned with being 
accepted in all those communities." 

Goldie once told a reporter that, in graffiti, what 
mattered more than talent was "how much vibe sur- 
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rounded you." how you fit into a larger artis- 
tic movement. Going from petty crime as a 
foster child, to grafitti as a B-boy. to coke- 
running as a Miami player, to breakbeat con 
struction as a raver. Goldie's creative life has large- 
ly been a series of shifting allegiances, enthusiastic 
embraces of new families, new cultures, new 
identities. The toughness and intelligence that 
draw friends like Campbell and Gallagher hold the 
promise of stardom. But it's Goldie's discomfited 
yearning that drives him to turn a second record 
into his "Guernica." Maybe that desire, more than 
technical skill or instrumental accomplishment, is 




for some embarrassingly bad break-dancing. 

what makes an artist an artist. 

"I'm a universal nigga. you know?" Goldie says, 
shrugging in the backseat. "I've got a lot of channels 
open and I've got the capacity to hold a lot of 
information in my head." He lights another cigarette. 
So you've got a lot of RAM up there. 
"Yeah, a lot of RAM," he says looking into the 
darkness outside the car. 'Along with a lot of other 
mad shit." • 




Who KiUed 
Rock Radio? 

Modem Rock radio once offered serious music fans refuge from the one-hit 
wonders, mind-numbing repetition, and classic schlock of Top 40. Today, 
the format is as bland and predictable as a Third Eye Blind single. 
KEITH MOERER plows through the rubble of the modern-rock revolution 
Illustration by SEAN LANDERS 



This particular radio station caiis 
itself Zone 105. It happens to be In 
Minneapolis, but it could as easily be in 
Dallas or Pittsburgh, Houston or Sacramento. 
Every five minutes or so, the DJ promises 
a "new/ alternative." Apparently, this means 10,000 
Maniacs, minus Natalie Merchant, covering a 15-year- 
old Roxy Music song, and Blues Traveler s John 
Popper screeching about his "most precarious" mental 
state. Sandwiched in between is Kurt Cobain, sadly 
singing "The Man Who Sold the World." 

Eight months before, this same signal supported 
REV 105, an adventurous station that flowed effort- 
lessly from Beck to James Brown, emphasizing 
emerging artists like Soul Coughing, Ani DIFranco, 
and Portishead. and seasoning the mix with older 
heroes such as Husker Dii and Prince. The reason 
why this one good station is no longer on the air. and 
why so many bad stations still are, says a lot about 
what's wrong with radio in 1998. 

For anyone who loves music, most commercial 
radio frustrates because it's programmed for every- 
one's t>enefTt — advertisers, record companies, the 
most casual listeners — but their own. REV 105, by 
defining modem rock in a broad but informed way, and 
by avoiding the mind-numbing repetition that drives 
dedicated music fans crazy, violated two tenets of the 
ratings-obsessed radio programmer: Keep your 
playlist tight, and "pound" the hits till your most fickle 
listeners are familiar with them. Despite a weak 
broadcast signal, such renegade behavior earned 
REV 105 respectable ratings — at one time a 5.4 mar- 
ket share of 1 8-to-34-year-old listeners — and a loyal, 
grateful following in a town steeped in a musical risk- 
taking tradition. 

Then, last March, ABC/Disney, which already 
owned Minneapolis's other, larger Modern Rock out- 
let, the Edge, purchased REV 105 at an estimated 
cost of S17.8 million. Overnight, the station morphed 



from an Idiosyncratic hybrid programmed by veteran 
rock-club DJ Kevin Cole Into a tightly formatted "Active 
Rock" station (think Aerosmith and the Stones, with a 
little Offspring and Everclear thrown in). Within 
months, ABC/Disney decided that even one Modem 
Rock station was one too many, flipping its Active 
Rock outpost to its stronger signal, and replacing the 
Edge with Zone 105, an "Adult Altemative" station that 
defined "alternative" as everything from the Indigo 
Giris and Jamiroquai to Sarah McLachlan and Blues 
Traveler. At the outset of 1 997, music fans in the Twin 
Cities enjoyed two quality Modem Rock radio stations. 
At year's end, they had bubkes. 

Must commarciai radio sucli? 
Inaeasingly, the answer appears to 
be a resounding, disheartening yes. 
"Ratings matter, and that's all," says 
Shawn Stewart, who worked as music 
director at REV 1 05 in Minneapolis before it was pur- 
chased by Disney. "If you're reporting to Mickey 
Mouse, Mickey's got a big bottom line." Stewart now 
works at a public station, WXPN, in Philadelphia. 

Not even Modem Rock radio's ratings champ likes 
what he hears these days. "In general. Modem Rock 
radio is boring." admits Kevin Weatheriy. vice presi- 
dent of programming at KROQ, the top-rated rock sta- 
tion in Los Angeles, the nation's most lucrative radio 
martlet. "There are a lot of program directors who don't 
even look at their own markets. They look at other sta- 
tions instead." And the station they look to the most is 
KROQ, obsessively checking to see if "Kevin" (as he's 
known, bved, and feared) has added Reel Big Fish to 
heavy rotatbn, or decreed that Prodigy be confined to 
the evening hours. 

There are a number of factors behind the precipi- 
tous rise and musical freefall of Modern Rock radio, 
and they're as predictable as a new Sponge single. As 
altemative rock became a dominant commercial force. 



more and more stations quickly jumped on the band- 
wagon. What began as a handful of quirity stations 
attempting to define themselves against the main- 
stream has become a sumo wrestling match between 
radio conglomerates desperate for ratings and intent 
on shaping rock's newest mainstream. But Modem 
Rock — the radio format and the music itself — 
wasn't really up for the fight, and so listeners have 
been left to suffer with stations that have about as 
much personality and originality as the acts they heav- 
ily, ceaselessly rotate. How Is Modem Rock radio 
defined in 1998? Mostly by songs that are bigger 
stars than the here-today, gone-tomorrow artists who 
perform them: "Walking on the Sun" (Smash Mouth), 
"Push" (Matchbox 20), "Come On Eileen" (Save 
Ferris), "Fly" (Sugar Ray). 

Modem Rock programmers say it's the music's 
fault. "By the time we played 'Smells Like Teen Spirit' 
for the thousandth time, it didn't smell so good any- 
more," explains Brian Philips, who program directs at 
Atlanta's powerful Modem Rock outlet, 99X. Many of 
the bands he counted on three years ago have broken 
up or are In seemingly permanent rehab. And, he 
says, "in a bleak pop music environment, you really 
are forced to look for the quick fix, the sugar high, the 
record that gets through the next 30 days. We're suc- 
ceeding right now with songs that are huge and of the 
moment. When they're gone, they won't be back." 

It's a shame, really, because six years ago. 
Modem Rock radio seemed so promising. Sure, 
stations were too devoted to white boys with guitars, 
but didn't bands such as Nirvana and Peari Jam 
rewrite expectatkjns about what commercial music 
could be? More than a musical revolution, the battle 
since has mostly been fought over ratings, and by 
extension, ad revenues. Modem Rock stations that 
were lucky to own two percent of the listening audi- 
ence in 1991 {pre-Nevermind) now find themselves 
desperate to hold onto a less k>yal audience twice 
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that size. Most have done this by tightening their 
playlists to 35 or 40 of the surest hit singles, and 
embracing softer, more mainstream artists — the 
Wallflowers, Jewel — who never would have qualified 
as Modem Rock six years ago. 

Edgier artists have it particulariy hard right now. 
Eighteen months ago, Rage Against the Machine had 
their biggest radio hit with "Bulls on Parade." Today, it's 
doubtful that Modem Rock stations would be so support- 
ive. "Because of the ratings cnjnch, these statkans are 
steering away from anything they perceive as possibly 
tuming people off," says Stu Bergen, vice president in 
charge of alternative radio promotion at Epic Records, 
Rage's label. "But if you wony so much about people 
tuning out, you don't give them a reason to tune in." 

Only the most naive listener believes that radio sta- 
tions are programmed by DJs plucking their favorites 
from a massive library of CDs. This still happens at col- 




lege radio, and at good listener-supported stations like 
WXPN in Philadelphia, WFMU in East Orange, New 
Jersey, and KCRW in Santa Monica, California. At vir- 
tually all commercial stations, however, playlists are 
determined by program directors or music directors, 
working with consultants paid to research how stations 
can reach the greatest number of target listeners — say. 
men 18-to-34 or women 25-to-44. Since the commer- 
cial breakthrough of Nirvana, most Modem Rock radio 
statkjns have edged closer and closer to Top 40 radio 
formulas established in the 1950s, pounding about 
three dozen "cun'ents" (radio jargon for "current sin- 
gles") plus the occasional oldie and some "recurrents" 
(fairiy moldy hits that serve as sonic comfort food). 

For any station, the trick is to play enough new 
music to satisfy loyalists (a station's "core"), while 
snagging channel-jumpers who tune in to six different 
stations and never stick around longer than a song or 



The coolest kids in 
radio?: Doug and Linda 
Balogh of the adventurous 
Modem Rock station 
WOXY in Oxford. Ohio. 



two (they dominate a station's "cume* or cumulative 
audience). Some commercial stations play as few as 
20 currents, and a few play as many as 50. Very few 
stations, such as WOX'/ in Oxford, Ohio, play more. 
I asked a dozen different programmers, radio consul- 
tants, and trade journal reporters why, and heard the 
same answer phrased in slightly different ways. 
Because listeners can only absorb so much new 
music. Because it's the only way to make a difference 
with record sales. Because it works, dammit. The most 
telling answer came from Kevin Stapleford, who pro- 
grammed 91 X in San Diego for six years but is now a 
consultant with his own firm, KDK Media. "Radio isn't 
really meant tor people who listen to it for hours," he 
explained in a voice hovering between acceptance and 
despair. 'Radio is designed for people who listen for 
ten minutes at a time." 

At a typical station, only three new songs are added 
each week. Over the past five years, the 
number of singles competing for those 
slots has grown dramatically, as record 
labels have scrambled to cash in on the 
Modem Rock boom. "Just because the 
amount of music has tripled doesn't 
mean we have three times better music 
to choose from," admits Weatheriy of 
KROQ. "All that's happened is that 
there's a kit more mediocrity." Adds ASM 
Records Chairman and CEO Al Cafaro, a 
fomter radkj promotion executive, "The 
record industry has consistently gone for 
the short term." 

But cynicism is not always a guaran- 
tee of success, either. According to Los 
Angeles radio consultant Jeff Pollack, a 
song has to be played for "at least four 
weeks" before stations can start testing 
its commercial viability, and six weeks or 
more before they know if it's connecting. 
To determine whether to stick with a 
song or not, stations weigh several fac- 
tors: the number of phone-in requests, 
local CD sales as tracked each week by 
SoundScan, and call-out research, in 
which listeners are asked to rate songs 
for favorabillty, familiarity, and bumout. 
Programmers always add that gut 
instinct factors in somehow, but it's hard 
to imagine it being a match for the math- 
ematical certainties of market research. 
Consider the press-time numbers for 
"Semi-Charmed Life" by Third Eye Blind: 
Familiarity is strong (88.9 percent), but 
favorability is way down (3.62 percent), 
and total bum is up to a disturbing 28.1 
percent. Is it time to jump and hope for 
the best from the Kottonmouth Kings' 
new single? 

Does this sound bloodless? It is, and 
never more so than now. Radio stations 
once used index-card systems, with 
each song coded for tempo, style, and 
frequency of play Music directors spent 
entire afternoons planning the next day's 
log, a run sheet plotting out which songs 
would play when, what ads would play in 
between — even those spaces where 
DJs could speak. It was a slow, archaic 
system, but it was human and open to 
quiet subversion by DJs who might "mis- 
place" an Alanis Morissette card, or mis- 
takenly play two 'red' songs in a row. 



No more. Today, almost every station uses a 
software program — the most common is called 
Selector — which requires music directors to code 
each song as before, but sequences a station's 
playlist by computer. As Tom Zarecki, marketing 
director of Radio Computing Services, proudly boasts 
of Selector, 'You can program 24 hours in less than a 
minute!" Just press F10 and shuffle 40 of the most 
overplayed songs in America. 

For fun, I downloaded a demo of Selector from the 
company's Web site and tested the software myself. I've 
never worked as a programmer (computer or radio), but 
had no trouble categorizing songs by basic tempo or the 
more refined beats-per-minute. Other codes proved 
rrwre vexing. On a scale of one to five, how would you 
rate the Foo Fighters' "Evertong" for mood? Apparently, 
Selector is there to serve as a kind of audio Prozac 
("can be used in lyric-intensive formats to keep the 
music from Ijecoming too depressing, too uplifting, or 
'roller-coastering' back and forth tjetween the two"). 

Though Selector claims its software contains no inher- 
ent bias, it's only as not>le or flawed as the programmer 
who uses it. For example, stations skewed toward a 
male audience can count on Selector's support to guar- 
antee they play "no more than one female in a row." To 
prevent the unthinkable — that the computer would sim- 
ply spit out an alternating boy-girl lineup — Selector 
assures skittish programmers that they can set an houriy 
maximum of female artists. After 15 minutes of program- 
ming women out of my mythkal radb worid, I felt incredi- 
bly guilty for not making it to Lilith Fair last summer. 

To Hnderstand how we've reached 
this point, consider a bit of radio history. 
Back in the late '60s and eariy '70s, fiM radio 
was where the listeners and money were. 
The newly emerging FM stations were low- 
risk experiments in free-form radto. melding 
anti-Vietnam War sentiments and the emerging drug 
culture to a dizzying array of musical choice — every- 
thing from Sun Ra to Jimi Hendrix to the Turtles. While 
it's tempting to pine for the sweet smell of anarchy, 
such pioneering FM stations as San Francisco's 
KSAN were only as good as the DJs programming 
them minute to minute — deeply personal and captivat- 
ing when they connected, wildly self-indulgent when 
they didn't. 

Radio consultant Lee Abrams was the first to sug- 
gest bringing order to this chaos, which he did in the 
mid-'70s by persuading ABC to buy into his idea of a 
Star Statk)n, which eventually calcified into research- 
driven album-rock radio — you know, Fleetwood Mac, 
the Eagles, the Stones. Until KROQ became the first 
"commercial alternative" station in the late '70s, it was 
one of the last fi-ee-fomn stations around, a failing 
Pasadena, California, enterprise with a weak signal 
and not much to lose. Guided by rock radio veteran 
Rick Can'oll, the embryonic KROQ played Tom Petty, 
the Cars, and Oingo Boingo, along with British new 
wave artists such as the Cure and Depeche Mode. 

While AOR radio played it safe in the '80s. courting 
an older audience that radio advertisers love, the post- 
punk underground was nurtured by college radio and 
edgier commercial stations such as WFNX in Boston 
and 91X in San Diego. Part of their appeal was what 
they played — artists like the Minutemen and the 
Replacements that no one else would toucti — and that 
they played them with less repetition than commercial 
stations with bigger Arbitron numljers to protect. Even 
at the time of Nevermind s release in 1 991 . there were 
only about two dozen altemative-rock stations in the 
country, ranging from big stations such as KROQ and 



WHFS in Washington, DC, to small independents like 
WOXY and WEQX in Manchester, Vermont. "If you talk 
to Kevin Weatheriy or Oedipus (at WBCN in Boston], 
we all kind of miss those days," says Jim McGuinn. 
who was program director at WEQX before Nirvana 
broke. "In 1991, you could play a Billy 
Bragg record and not worry 
about it because the AOR 
station was playing the 
worst hair metal, and the 
Top 40 station was playing 
Paula At>dul. It's definitely 
tighter now. There's more at stake 
more competition." 

Today, there are about 1 30 Modem Rock stations. 
109 of which report to Radio & Records, the national 
radio trade journal. Every city of any size has one such 
station and many cities claim two or more. But with 
rapid growrth came growing pains. As Modem Rock rat- 
ings increased, so did ad rates; with bigger ad rev- 
enues came new competitors, who poached some of 
the format's music. Active Rock stations — essentially 
retooled AOR outlets — try to woo teenage boys who 
like Nirvana and Led Zeppelin. "Modem AC" stations 
serve women who like Sarah McLachlan and Jewel, 
but don't know what to make of Beck or Prodigy. 

With so many stations going after the same audi- 
ence, the bottom neariy fell out of Modem Rock radio 
last winter. Stations that had doubled their ratings 
overnight found them cut almost as quickly. Between 
the spring of '96 and spring '97, KNRK in Portland, 
Oregon, saw its Arbitron ratings slide from 4.4 to 2.9 
percent of the listening audience. WDGE in Providence 
was down from 3.0 to 1 .7. WMRQ in Hartford, 
Connecticut, down from 5.7 to 3.9. KEDG in Las 
Vegas, down from 7.0 to 4.1 Even KROQ took a hit. By 
the fall of '96, the statkjn had fallen from a high of 4.5 the 
previous summer to a shaky 2.9. As Sky Daniels, alter- 
native editor for Radio & Records, puts IL "I felt like I was 
in the Red Cross, wiping the brows of the wounded ." 

On the surface, things have improved in Modem 
Rock radio this year, thanks to stations like KROQ 
throv/ing its weight tiehind the Orange County ska 
scene, and aggressively looking to break new artists as 
quickly as possible. "It's too eariy to say we're on an up 
cycle," says Weatheriy. "We don't have a lot of artists 
that people are passionate about like they were three 
or four years ago, but we do have a lot of interesting 
songs out there." 

But chasing after one-hit wonders is precisely what 
ails the music industry, says Gary Spivack, head of 
alternative radio promotbn at Atlantic Records. "You 
have about three weeks to bust a record," he com- 
plains. "If you don't, you have to move on. [Radio] sta- 
tions don't give a shit about artist development. All they 
care about is advertising revenue." (Atlantic, counters 
Weatheriy, "is the epitome of a hit-driven company ") 

"Everyt)ody is sick of what's happening at modem- 
rock radio — all the one-hit wonders." says one major- 
label vice president, who feels the music industry 
should be held to equal blame "Everyone says that 
they're interested in 'artist development' — radio pro- 
grammers, record companies — but nobody does any- 
thing about it. There's an enormous amount of pres- 
sure to make your numbers [every 90 days], but that's 
a stupid way to run a record company, because the 
way you make money is through catalog sales. The 
same is true at radio: they're under the same pressure 
to keep ratings as high as possible and take as few 
risks as possible." 

The record industry went through its own wave of 
consolidation in the late '80s and eariy '90s, when new 



multibillion-dollar empires such as Time-Wamer were 
built and artist-oriented labels such as Wamer Bros. 
Records were dismantled. A&M Chariman/CEO Cafaro 
says the need to keep 



"I felt like I was In 
the Red Cross, wiping 
the brows of the wounded," 
says Radio & Records' Sky Daniels of 
the Modern Rock radio freefall 



short-term label 

profits high has never been more intense — and not just 
because most record companies now answer to Wall 
Street: "Thanks to the use of SoundScan by journal- 
ists and broadcasters to quantify who's hot and who's 
not, the industry has developed a Hollywood block- 
buster-type mentality, with an emphasis on who 
opened big and what records quickly 'fail'. But some 
artists have to develop off the radar sween. You need 
space to make certain things happen." 

More than anything, the tortured relationship 
between radio and the record industry resembles that 
of a codependent couple deeply in love when things go 
well, but bitter enemies when they don't. Record exec- 
utives may complain atiout tight playlists. but they love 
them, too. "Repetition is what makes radio powerful." 
says one major-latiel chief. "As an executive, you're all 
in favor of repetition as long as it's one of your artists 
being played. 

"Look, modem-rock radio is simply a business," he 
continues. "It they feel they have an audience commit- 
ted to artists, they veer toward artists. If they get 
research telling them their audience is more into hit 
songs, they'll go that way." 

Weatheriy says that these arguments aren't fair. 
While KROQ has an obligation to play the hits, he 
insists it also has an incentive to develop long-tenm 
artists, among which he counts such recent break- 
throughs as the Wallflowers and Fiona Apple. When 
it's suggested that these artists might not have quali- 
fied as Modem Rock five years ago. Weatheriy jumps 
to their defense. "1 totally disagree! What's the differ- 
ence between Fiona Apple in 1 997 and Tori Amos in 
1994? You can compare the Wallflowers to R.E.M. 
Look. I don't know it we'll see the next big cultural revo- 
lution, like '91 and '92, for 15 years. Partof what wedo 
is strike that balance between satisfying the cool, 
cutting-edge core of our audience, yet at the same time 
not blow off a big potential part of it." 

Put another way, Modem Rock has largely become 
Top 40 radio, driven by hit singles instead of artists or 
albums. There's nothing inherently wrong with this: In 
the '60s. Top 40 found enough room for the Supremes 
and the Beatles: in the '70s. it was open enough to 
accommodate Al Green and Neil Young. The best 
example of Top 40 today is probably MTV. which has a 

playlist as tight as most Modern Rock stations, but is 
more expansive about what it includes: hip-hop. R&B, 
hard rock, teen pop, over-the-top balladry. Anything, 
really, that the kids wanna hear. 

But Modem Rock radio has deeper ties to the free- 
fomi FM '70s, and the belief that artists are worthy 
enough to feature three or four of their tracks at a 
time — not just the hits — and that rock'n'roll stands for 
youth and rebellion and uncompromising personal 
visions. "That's the formula, or idea, on which the com- 
mercial alternative forniat was launched," says Philips 
of 99X. "When Jimi Hendrix's debut came out, there 
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was no place but progressive-rock radio for it. One of 
the things that attracted me to Modem Rocl< was 
the groundswell of very active records that weren't 
reflected anywhere else on the dial.' 

And now? Philips Is willing to settle for being 
the first to play a freak hit by the British collective 
Chumbawamba, which was quickly appropriated by 
the stadium sports crowd. "It's funny, I was In South 
Fkjrida,* he says, "and the Top 40 station was using 



"You can program 



Tom Zarecki of Radio 
Computing Services 



Wall Street Journal noted in Septemtier that the 
nation's two biggest radio players, Westinghouse 
(since renamed CBS) and Chancellor Media, control 
more than 50 percent of radio revenue in the coun- 
try's top six markets (New York, Los Angeles, 
Chicago, San Francisco, Philadelphia, and Detroit). 

Proponents of consolidation argue that, once the 
dust has settled, there will actually be more diversity 
because CBS Is going to make certain Its eight sta- 
tions in Boston are all different from one another. The 
counter-argument is that companies are likely to 
own a wide variety of station types 
_ . , _ J ■ ■ I nationwide — Modem Rock, 

24 hours of radio m less Modem A/C, Active Rock— 

than a minute!" boasts ^iri^^SL 

to-market. Shawn Stewart of 
WXPN contends that radio clus- 
ters will Inevitably produce bland program- 
ming engineered for maximum financial pleasure. "The 
only thing consolidation Is good for," she says, "Is peo- 
ple who are purely in the business of radkj." 



'Tubthumping' as the 
Marlins' comeback theme song. At that point, it belongs 
to the woHd, I guess. But a few songs like that keep us 
in business. To miss a few of those would put us in 
serious jeopardy." 

What's distressing Is not that Philips knows a good 
sing-along when he hears one. It's that artists whose 
work defines modern rock in the late '90s — Bjork, let's 
say, or Prodigy — are relegated to late-night play or 
light rotation on the older-adult-leaning stations, if 
they're played at all. Philips sounds like the stodgiest 
Top 40 programmer when he talks about why a typical 
Prodigy song doesn't work well on 99X: "What are you 
supposed to do to it? There's nothing to sing along to; 
there's no lyric per se. There's no traditional melody or 
harmony. It's a little bit.. .abstract to work as a traditional 
radio song." 

Tom Calderone of Jacobs Media, which consults 
18 stations that answer to the Edge name, argues that 
any musical compromise has been minor compared to 
the popular gains in market share made by Modem 
Rock radio. "I think It's better that the audience Is big- 
ger now," he says, "because you're still exposing new 
music to more people, and that's a great thing. But 
with that comes responsibility to the ownership — and 
ownership supersedes consultants, programmers, 
and everyone else." 

Increasingly, those owners are shareholder-driven 
conglomerates such as CBS's radio division, which 
boasts 1 73 stations with $1 .4 billion in 1 996 revenue. 
By comparison, sixth-ranked ABC Is a relatively 
small fry, with just 27 stations and $306 million In 
1996 gross revenues. That Disney/ABC were permit- 
ted to purchase REV 1 05 and their three signals, 
when they already owned KQRS, KEGE, and KDIZ in 
the Twin Cities, is a direct result of the Telecom- 
munications Act of 1996. Previously, no company 
could own more than four signals in any one mari<et, 
and no more than 40 stations overall. The first 
rewrite of broadcast law in 62 years, the Telecom Act 
allowed companies to own as many as eight stations 
in a market, and completely lifted restrictions on total 
station ownership. 

In the two years since the federal Telecommunica- 
tions Act went Into effect, neariy a quarter of the 
nation's radio stations have changed hands in deals 
totaling close to $25 billion. The new buzz term in the 
industry Is "cluster group," with companies attempting 
to comer, say, all the male beer drinkers in a mari<et. 
According to a 1997 study by BIA Research Inc., the 
top five companies already control 45.4 percent of the 
radio revenue in the Top 100 broadcast markets. The 
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|here are two things Doug Balogh 

won't part with. "I won't sell my dogs," he 
says, "and I won't sell my radio station." So 
far no one's offered to buy his Airedale or 
pair of Welsh terriers. His station, WOXY of 
Oxford, Ohio, Is another matter. In the last year alone, 
he's been approached by four potential buyers of his 
station, 97X, which serves a college town of 26,000 
plus half of Dayton and two thirds of Cincinnati. When 
he and his wife, Linda, bought WOXY in 1981 , they 
paid $375,000 for it. He figures they could get three 
million dollars today. "We couldn't have afforded to 
buy it at that price," he says, sounding sadder at)OUt 
how radio has changed In recent years than excited by 
the prospect of cashing In. "We certainly couldn't do 
what we're doing now." 

What WOXY does now is what it's done since 
1983, which is program for "educated, socially and 
environmentally concerned. ..serious music lovers." 
This comes from 97X's rambling mission statement, 
but it's those last three words that are partculariy 
important. When the Baloghs interviewed Miami 
(Ohio) University students shortly after buying the sta- 
tion, they discovered two things: that their potential 
audience wanted to hear new music, and they didn't 
want to suffer through the same few songs over and 
over. In the beginning, WOXY was a carl)on copy of 
KROQ. The first three years, the Baloghs lost money; 
they spent the next three trying to break even. Though 
he won't specify how much, Balogh says 97X has 
t>een profitable ever since, each year making a little 
more than the last. 

But forget financial success; it's WOXY's program- 
ming that stands out. Today, KROQ could take some 
cues from the Oxford statmn. First, look at WOXY's 
play list for the last week of September. There were 86 
"currents," including a number of artists that never, or 
rarely, get played on KROQ: Spiritualized, Stereolab, 
Comershop, Luna, Guided by Voices, Richard 
Thompson, Patti Smith, Portishead, and Barbara 
Manning. The station added 12 new songs that week, 
and played only one track, Bjori^'s "Joga," more than 
two dozen times. 

Now look at KROQ's playlist for the same week. 
Only tvro new songs were added to the station's rota- 
tion, "Please" by U2 and the Verve's "Bitter Sweet 
Symphony." Its currents total about 45 songs — a little 
higher than the industry average. And KROQ "pound- 
ed" each of its six top songs more times than WOXY 



played 'Joga'— e brilliant track the L.A. statksn had yet 
to add to regular rotatkin. 

From a business standpoint, there's no contest. 
KROQ may be the most profitable rock radio station in 
the country. In 1996, CBS tjought it through a merger 
with Infinity Broadcasting that totaled five billion dol- 
lars, and the station is now the flagship of a Modem 
Rock radio empire that also includes K-Rock In New 
Yori<, Live 105 in San Francisco, WHFS In 
Washington, D.C., WBCN in Boston, and KOME in 
San Jose, California. 

But for radio listeners who love music, especially 
new music, WOXY is the more interesting station. It's 
not so much that good radio is the province of small. 
Independent stations such as WOXY. KROQ actually 
got better musically, and also prospered financially, 
when it was swallowed by broadcasting giant Infinity in 
1 986. But what is clear is that stations are now trading 
for ridiculous amounts of money, which, obviously, 
makes free-form radio almost impossible. Radio prop- 
erties that were bought for two million dollars three 
years ago have traded for as much as $18 million. 
Stations that were once sold at prices eight times their 
annual cash flow are now trading at double those 
rates, meaning that the new owners have crushing 
debt to retire and enormous pressure to boost ratings 
to maximize profits. 

When Balogh is asked if WOXY could be pro- 
grammed the way it is now If he'd just bought the sta- 
tion at today's mari(et rates, he doesn't hesitate: 
"Absolutely not! Debt Is a great inhibitor of creativity. 
As business people, my wife and I have a responsibili- 
ty to make money." 

Balogh used to wori< for Westinghouse, so he 
knows how even the Ijest large corporations are run. 
Asked what he would do If he headed a company that 
owned dozens of stations around the country, Balogh 
says, "If I had 25 Modem Rock stations, I would spend 
the next year putting together the best possible syndi- 
cated Modem Rock format I could, and then feed it out 
to all 25 stations by satellite." 

As radio stations continue to trade for astronomical 
prices — in September, CBS squired four stations in 
Portsmouth, New Hampshire, the nation's 1 1 7th 
largest market, as part of an $1 8 million deal — some 
Indie owners are sticking to their guns. One former 
program director, currently looking for a home some- 
where else on the dial, recently asked a small New 
England station owner if he'd sell his FCC license for 
$20 million. "Fuck no!" said the owner. "I'm holding out 
for $30 million." 

The way Daniels of Radio & Records sees It, 
Modem Rock radio is in danger of becoming the '90s 
equivalent of the AOR dinosaur that alternative rock 
supposedly made extinct. By programming conserva- 
tively to more mature listeners. Modem Rock Is cutting 
itself off from the next generation, which has grown up 
on hip-hop as much as rock. He keeps waiting for an 
adventurous programmer, probably In some small 
town In the Midwest or South, to stumble onto a new 
rhythm-oriented alternative, one that makes the con- 
nections among electronica, hip-hop, and such beat- 
oriented rock outfits as Soul Coughing. The problem, 
he admits, is that there's no such thing anymore as a 
cheap radio station. 

"You have 500-watt AM stations going for ridiculous 
amounts of money," he says, but he's cnjssing his fin- 
gers that the old formulas stop working so some new 
Ideas can prevail. "Now is a good time," Daniels says, 
"for someone with a vision looking for a station owner 
who's desperate." As for desperate listeners, don't 
expect real change to happen any time soon. • 
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Bewildered by a world gone indie? Jetting to Sundance for the^^B 
weekend? Fear not, Spin's Seventh Annual Power List mathematicallyi 
assays the 50 most indie people^^^^r^oday^^^^^^^^^^^^BBj 



Harmony Korine|3|Lili Taylor 



d Rating: 9.85 Last Year's 
Rank: 5 Previous Worlt: Gumma. 
Kids Next Project: Snuff film? Indto 
Cred: 23 years old; from Nashviiie; 
loves Flannery O'Connor and Jean- 
Luc Godanj; Gumma features a 




mtdget, a retarded girl being raped, 
and a dog impaled on a TV antenna 
Power Cred: bizarre David Letterman 
appearance Comments: Once said. 
"I don't care about fucking plot." 



Parker Posey 



JP Rating: 9.60 Last Year's Rank: 1 
Previous Work: The House of Yes. 
Waiting for Guffman, The Daytrippers. 
SubUrbia, The Down Generation, 
Sleep With Ate, Party Girf. Dazed 
and Confused, and so on Mext 
Project: a middle-school play by an 




unpopular seventh grader? Indie 
Cred: appeared in 83 percent of 
all indie films made last year; from 
Mississippi; has small breasts 
However: once had a regular role 
on As the Wortd Turns Comments: 
Very, very sexy am^s 




^ A Rating: 9.49 Last Year's 
Rank: 3 Previous Work: Welcome 
to the Dollhouse. Haw I Became a 
Leading Afltstic Figure in New York 
City's East Village Cultural Landscape 
(a short film for Saturday Night Live) 
Next Project: follow-up to Welcome 
to the Dollhouse. as yet untitled (syn- 
opsis: "A series of interweaving sto- 
ries about troubled characters and 
their quest for love in suburbia") 
Indie Cred: from Jersey (Newark); 
wore thick, black-framed glasses and 



looked like a geek out of Fox central 
casting before it was hip to wear thick, 
black -framed glasses and look like 
a geek out of Fox central casting; 
hates people Comments: Harmony 
Korine once said that Welcome to 
the Dollhouse "sucked." 



Harvey Keitel 



JlPRating: 9.51 Last Year's Rank: 6 
Previous Work: illtown. Kicked in the 
Head, Girls Town. I Shot Andy 
Warhol. Short Cuts. Say Anything. 
Mystic Pizza Next Project: John 
Waters's Pecker Indie Cred: has 
appeared in slightly fewer ir>die flicks 
than Parker Posey; grew up with 
Veruca Salt's Nina Gordon; has 
been the target of a stalker (see 
Michael Rapaport); has been in lots of 
plays: reads The Nation: plays the 
accordion; repeatedly described as 
not being "conventionally" attractive 
Comments: Never buys retail! 



Todd Solondz 




Jr Rating: 9.41 Ust Year's Rank: 10 
Previous Work: Fmm Dusk Ttll Dawn. 
Blue in the Face. Pulp Fiction. The 
Piano. Bad Lieutenant. Reservoir Dogs. 
Taxi Driver Next Projects: Lulu on 
the Bridge: custody court? Indie 
Cred: has no fear of exposing his 
penis on film; has accused Edward 
James Olmos. r>ew husband of his 
ex-wtfe, of t>eing a child molester 
However wears too much tweed 
Comments: k>st the lead In Apocalypse 
Now (o Martin Sheen, poor guy 



umu 



JPRatIng: 9 38 Last Year's Rank: 7 

Previous Work: has been in 312,000 
films, including Wild at Heart. Paris. 
Texas. Red Dawn. RepoMan. Young 
Doctors In Love. UFOria. Kelly's 
Heroes. Cool Hand Luke Next 
Project: Death? Indie Cred: plays in 
the Harry Dean Stanton Band; uses 
middle name; from Kentucky; old 
However: band performs at the Viper 



Room; did TV commerical for Guess? 
jeans in '96 Power Cred: Repo Man 
Comments: Is. was, and will atways 

be indie. 



Crispin Glover 



^ d ^] Rating: 9.29 Last Year's 
Rank: 2 Previous Work: The People 
vs. Larry Flynt. Dead Man. What's 
Eating Gilttert Grape. River's Edge. 
Back to the Future Next Project: 
What Is It? (synopsis: "Being the 
adventures of a young man whose 
principal interests are snails, salt, a 
pipe, and how to get home, as tokj 
through the eyes of a hubristic, racist 
monarchy") Indie Cred: middle 
name is Hellion; tried to kk^k David 




Lettemian; published four antiquarian 

books, including Rat Catching and 
What It Is and How It Is Done. 
released a record of songs and 
storytelling However: Back to the 
Future Comments: not faking that 
voice, either 



dim aarmusch 



a Rating: 9.24 Last Year's 
Rank: 12 Previous Work: Year of 
the Horse. Dead Man. Night on 



Thompson in the audlobook adapta- 
tion of Fear and Loathing in Las 
Vegas: complained about Miramax's 
promotion of Dead Man Comments: 
Albinos = indie! 



Steve Buscemi 



JPd Rating: 9,17 Last Year's 
Rank: 13 Previous Work: Trees 

Lounge. Fargo. Living in Oblivion. 




Pulp Fiction. Reservoir Dogs. Barton 
Fink Next Projects: Armageddon. 
Ship of Fools Indie Cred: 
Hollywood's palest man; before tak- 
ing up actirig. he was a New York 
City fireman Hownver: once guest- 
ed on Mad About You: goalee 
Comments: most indie teeth this 
side of the Atlantic 



im Wenders 



d ^ Rating: 9.03 Last Year's 
Rank: 1 1 Previous Work: The 

End of Vk>ler}ce: Wings of Desire: 
Tokyo-Ga: Paris. Texas Next 
Project: The Billion Dollar Hotel 





Earth, Down by Law Next Project: 
TBD Indie Cred: hangs out with 
Neil Young; resembles an albino 
However: was the voice of Hunter S. 



{Inspired by Bono. Yes, that Bono.) 
Indie Cred: first name is Wim; is old; 
and Gemrian; likes to cast Lou Reed 
Comments: Insistence on not moving 
camera for minutes at a time makes 
him beyond indie. 
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Rating: 8.82 Last Year's Rank: 4 
Previous Work: Lone Star. Clan of 
the Cave Bear. Brother From Another 
^ ■M^^^BM Planet. Matewan. 

o ^J^B Something Wild 

Next Project: Men 
W/r/T Guns Indie 
Cred: splits time 
between New 
Jersey (Hoboken!) 
and a farm (a farm!) in upstate New 
York; wrote screenplays for Roger 
Gorman in the late 70s; makes 
"politically aware' movies Power 
Cred: has a really dusty truck and 
a dog However: won a MecArthur 
genius grant in 1983 Comments: 
once beat the crap out of an entire 
NYU graduate film class while 
wntirvg a realty good haiku in Spanish 
about a gal in El Paso 



prequei Irxlle CfMl: kxiks like a heroin 
addict However: not actually a hero- 
in addict Emma Comments: Scottish! 



m 



Billy Bob Thornton 




^1 ^ d Rating: 8.66 Last Year's 
Rank: 34 Previous Work: Sling 
Blade. Dead Man. Indecent Proposal 
Next Projects: Armageddon. 
Primary Colors; impromptu casting 

(■■^^^H conversations with 
young, nubile aspir- 
^ -=<^^H ing actresses 

Indie Cred: hails 
f'om Arkansas; was 
issued a restraining 
order to keep away 
from his estranged wife and their chil- 
dren However: reportedly guested 
on Matlock Comments: You wouldn't 
like him when he's angry. 



IE iHIWi:ll»H:I.Lj 

Rating: 8 53 Last Year's Rank: 9 
Previous Work: 

Good Will Hunting. 
To Die For. My Own 
Private Idaho. 
Drugstore Cowboy 
Next Project: TBD 
Indie Cred: helped 
"discover* Harmony Korine; "prod- 
ded" Keanu into kissing River on- 
screen However: whispers about To 
Die For 2. nasty rumors that he has 
started eating meat Double However: 
Good Will Huntirjg stars Robin 
Williams Comments: Gay = indie! 



Rating: 8.51 Last Year's Rank: 23 
Previous Work: The Seqyent's Kiss. 
A Life Less Ordinary. Brassed Off. 

The Pillow Book. 
Emma. Trainspotting. 
Shallow Grave 
Next Projects: 
Nightwatch. Velvet 
Goldmine, forth- 
coming Star Wars 





3oel and Ethan Coen 



IE 

^ A Rating: 8.50 Last Year's 
Rank: 14 Previous Work: Faryo, 
The Hudsucker Proxy. Barton Fink. 
Miller's Cn>ssing. Raising Arizona. 
Blood Simple Next Projects: The 
Big Lebowski. The Naked Man 
Indie Cred: Jewish brothers from 
Minnesota; sometimes have ratty 

beards However 
Joel is married 
to a semifamous 
actress (Frances 
McDormand) and 
sometimes uses 
a pseudonym 
(Roderick Jaynes). Double However; 
They twth looove pate de foie gras. 




rrevious mro 



Rating: a 43 Last Year's Rank: 48 
Previous Work: Face. The Full 

Monty. Trainspotting 
Next Projects: 
Ravenous. Go Now 
Indie Cred: Scottish; 
plays soccer (foot- 
ball); talks funny 
However: The 
Full Monty was suspiciously heart- 
warming. Comments: If It's not 
Scottish, it's crap! 

Rating: 8.41 Last Year's Rank: 31 
Previous Work; Good Will Hunting. 
Chasing Amy, Mallrats. Dazed and 
Confused Next Projects: Dogma, 
Armageddon Indie Cred: is a wnter, 
sort of; got his start on a PBS series 
{The Voyage of the Mimi) However: 
too cute; occasional goatee; New 
^^^^M York Times Mag' 
az/ne cover boy; 
^■^y.-^^H 'Armageddon is 

■'■^9^^^ basically /ndepen- 
1 f ^ #1 denceDayl 
' ^MV^'^I Cc^n^'^nts^ indre, 
for now 



Rating: 8.36 Last Year's Rank: 15 
Previous Work: Good Will Hunting. 
Chasing Amy, Mallrats. Clerks 
Next Project: Dogma Indie Cred: 

Eowns a comic book 
store in his home- 
town (in Jersey); 
wants to "breathe 
new life into the 
Fletch film series" 
Power Cred: full 
beard However: Movies about good- 
looking bisexual chicks are about as 
indie as the Verve Pipe. Comments: 
digs Web pom 




IE i!g*M!mirn a 

Rating: 8 34 Last Year's Rank: 19 
Previous Work: Flirt. Amateur. Trust. 
Ambition. Dogs, Kid Next Project: 
Henry Fool Indie 
Cred: Japanese 
wife; lives on Long 
Island: likes PJ 
Harvey; movies 
probe "philosophi- 
cal " Issues 
However: Flirt strove to be wacky 
Comments: did affectless white-guy 
banter before David Duchovny made 
affectless white-guy banter cool 



Rating: 8 27 Last Year's Rank: 20 
Previous Work: Career Girls. Secrets 
and Lies. Naked. Life Is Sweet Next 
Project: TBD Indie Cred: often 

works without a final 
script; makes 
movies about old. 
ugly, lower-class 
British people 

■ '^^^H However: once shot 
a TV commerical 
for McDonald's U.K. Comnwnts: 
British people are sneaky and evil. 

Rating: 8.14 Last Year's Rank: 18 
Previous Work: Barcelona. 
Metropolitan Next Project: The Last 
Days of Disco [featuring Jennifer 

pM Geals) Indie Cred: 
lampoons WAS Ps; 
married a foreigner 
Extra Cred: She's 
Spanish! However: 
Harvard grad 
Comments: Self- 
loathing WASPs = indie! 







live However: 
models; was sub- 
ject of New 
Yorker profile by 
Jay Mclnemey 
Comments: Model- 
ing Is so mid-'90s. 



Rating: 7 85 Last Year's Rank: ~ 
Previous Work: The Funeral. Basquiat, 
The Usual Suspects. Swimming with 
Sharks, Big Top Pee-wee Next 
Project: Fear and Loathing in Las 

Ij^^Hv Vegas Indte 
j^Hpf Cred: Hispanic; 
' played Duke, the 
5 dog-faced boy In 
'^^t Big Top Pee-wee 
^Bp< Power Cred: 
WBm\ great at accents: 



slouches a lot However digs 
velour Comments: In Spanish, tore" 
means bull. 




d Rating: 



Rating: 8.08 Last Year's Rank: 21 
Previous Work: Hoodlum; Everyone 
Says I Love You; Four Rooms; Pulp 

Fiction; Bodies, Rest 
& Motion Next 
Project: The 
Legend of the Pianist 
on ffie Ocean Indie 
Cred: British; one of 
Tarantino's towel 
boys; has whole passel of tattoos; does 
great American accent However: 
Hoodlum Comments: see Mike Leigh 

^ IH.iM JHa'M.IA'i JF 

Rating: 7.97 Last Year's Rank: 22 
Previous Work: Gummo. Trees 
Lounge. Kids Next Projects: The 

Last Days of Disco. Palmetto Indie 
Cred: usually late for lunch; weird 
name; dumped former boyfriend 
Harmony Korine; frequently described 
as not being 'conventionally" attrac- 



^■w^p^ 7.83 Last Year's 
^l^'^^^K^^ Rank: - Previous 
Work; Boogie 
Nights, Hard Eight 
Next Project: 
TBD Indie Cred: 
now-infamous shot 
of 1 1 -inch prtsthetic penis However 
ripped off the Beastie Boys' "Satxitage" 
video Comments: did a bang-up Job 
with Burt Reynolds's hair 

^ i'Miiii'j:i'rar3 d 

Rating: 7 82 Last Year's Rank: 16 
Previous Work; A Life Less 



How We Figured It Out 

TTie Spindie ratings are calculated by attaching a numerical 
value to a wide variety of factors having to do with lifestyle 
and career choices. Those numbers are then plugged into 
the patented Spindie algorithm to determine an Indie Rating. 
The higher the rating, the higher the rank. Below is a list of 
factors considered, along with their numerical weight 



Positive Factors 



Old 9 

foreign significant other 4 

gay 1.5 

played a gay character 1.0 

played a psychotic 

gay character 1.3 

albino 2.25 

small breasts 8 

bared penis on film 1.25 

lives in New Jersey 6 

lives in Oregon 8 

realty dusty truck 4 

from the South 4 

from Minnesota 5 

criminal record 1.9 

was issued a restraining order.... 7 

served time 9 

internationat fugitive 2.1 

wears hemp 3 

sveird name 4 

weird name that 

sounds foreign but isn't 8 



The Ethnic/Racial/ 
Genetic Anomoly 



black 1.25 

Italian 5 

Irish 5 

Hispanic 1.3 

Jewish 1.2 

French 1j4 

twin 5 

evil twin 1.5 



normal name with 

weird spelling 7 

uses middle name 7 

plays In a band 7 

plays bass in a band 1.25 

was in a band with a guy 

who played double guitar... 1.25 

writes and acts 7 

writes and acts and directs 9 

hates paparazzi 1 

participated in snuff film 20 

dropped out of film school 7 

writes books 4 

writes plays 5 

was poor 7 

is poor 1.25 

lives in a tin shack 1.25 

numerous tattoos 1.0 

bizarre and/or prominent scars 2.0 

reads T?ie Nation 7 

autoerolic sex on film 1 .50 

attended Catholic school 6 



Negative Factors 



won a MacArthur genius grant ... •.5 

guested on a bad TV sitcom -.5 

worked on a soap c^ra -.8 

subject of a New Yorker profile . -.8 

toves Oasis -.9 

loves Norman Marter -1.25 

in a Versace or Calvin Klein ad . -.3 

in TV commerdats -.5 

in a Gap ad -.6 



[232 ^ Writer JF Actor d Director 



SPIN 81 



Ordinary. Trainsp 



Ordinary. Trainspotting, Shallow 
Grave Next 
Project: TBD 
Indie Cred: passed 
on directing Alien 
Resurrection: 
British However: 
indirecUy responsi- 
ble for The Full Monty Comments: 
bioody indie 



jon Bon Jovi 



Rating: 7.71 Last Year's Rank: - 
Previous Work: Moonlight and 
Valentino, Young Guns II. Slippery 
When Wet Next Pro|ects: four indie 
^^^^^^Jl flicks this year 
H[^^V|^ alone (L/ff/eCr/y; 

Homegrown; Long 
jg^^^^^B Time, Nothing New ; 

lll^^H Leading 
^^^T^H Man) Indie Cred: 
i^Hd^KM^l from Jersey: saw a 
thousand faces and rocked them all 
Extra Indie Cred: pals with Richie 
Sambora However: excessive use of 
hair spray Comments: might want to 
consider losing that Supemnan tattoo 

Rating: 7 64 Last Year's Rank: 24 
Previous Work: Grace of My Heart. 
segment of Four Rooms, Mi Vida 
Loca, Gas Food Lodging, Border 
Radio Next Project: House of 
Forgetting Indie Cred: from Kentucky; 

former welfare mom 
However: romanti- 
cally linked with 
Duran Duran's John 
Taytor; forthcoming 
Things Behind the 
Sun is about people 
hooking up on the Internet; received 
MacArthur genius grant in '96 
Comments: hungry like the wotf 





Ooey Lauren Adams 



JP" Rating: 7.49 Last Year's Rank: 
28 Previous Work: C/ias/ng Amy, 
Mallrats. Sleep With Me, Dazed and 
Confused Next Project: A Cool. Dry 
Place Indie Cred: from Arkansas; 

dumped Kevin 
Smith; eats sashimi. 
not sushi; uses all 
three names 
However: earned 
a place in TV history 
as the woman who 
took Bud Bundy's virginity in 
Married. ..With Children, hangs with 
Parker Posey Comments: is some- 
times confused with Courtney 
Thome-Smith 

>;mff;>:MJiiiMiMrAj je' 

Rating: 7.42 Last Year's Rank: 40 
Previous Work: Freeway, Butterfly 
Kiss. Pulp Fiction 
Next Project: A 
tattoo! Indie Cred: 
daughter of 
Christopher 
Plummer; sports 
a mean British 
accent; is small-breasted; has played 
a psychotic lesbian However: did a 
voice for Hercules 




Rating; 7.36 Last Year's Rank: - 
■ Previous Work: 
ft ^B^^B Chungking Express, 

^^^T^Jh Happy Together. 

FaWen Angels 
^ %M {"touchstone of a 
■ j^L new and increasing- 

ly popular postmod- 



ern dnema"; see page 54) Next 
Project: TBD Indie Cred: Chinese 
(from Hong Kong!); his films confuse 
people However: Tarantrno has 
cited him as an influence 
Comments: Chungking Express 
made Tarantino weep. 

Rating: 7.35 Last Year's Rank: 29 
Previous Work: a beretful of really 
important French nxjvies Next 
PFo^ect Death? Indie Cred: pals 
with Francois 
Tnjffaut and Eric 
Rohmer; old and 
French and social- 
ist! However: shot 
a commerical for 
Pahsienne ciga- 
rettes Comments: Has said, "I don't 
think you should feel about a movie. 
You should feel about a woman. You 
can't kiss a movie." 




oaquin Phoenix 



Si 



Rating: 7.22 Last 
Year's Rank: 41 
Previous Work: 

Inventing the 
Abtx>tts. U-Tum, To 
Die For, Parenthood 
Next Projects: 
Force Majeure, Clay Pigeons Indie 
Cred: Brottier was an icon who died 
of a drug overdose: has that harelip- 
looking thing However: He changed 
Ns name to Leaf (changed it back 
in early '90s). Comments: Nothing 
suggests character like a prominent 
facial scar. 

Rating:7.17 Last Year's Rank: 35 
Previous Work: The Pillow Book: 
Prospero's Books. The Cook. The 
Thief. His Wife & Her Lover Next 
Project: Knitting? Indie Cred: 
extremely pretentious painter, novel- 
ist, and curator; okl; once said 

"Continuity is bor- 
ing' However: 
loves puppies 
Comments: He 
delivered repeated 
close-ups of Brian 
Dennehys stomach 
in The Belly of an Architect and 
close-ups of fat guys' stomachs are 
lr6s, tr6s indie. 

Rating: 7,11 Last Year's Rank: 30 
Previous Work: The Funeral. The 
Addiction. Body Snalchers. Bad 

Lieutenant. King of 
New York Next 
Project: Blackout 
Indie Cred: shot a 
close-up of Harvey 
Keitel's penis 
However: once 
directed an episode of Miami Vice: 
cast Claudia Schiffer Comments: 
Even Christopher Walken thinks 
he's weird. 





Rating: 7.04 Last Year's Rank: 8 
Previous Work: The Locusts. The 
Lost World: Jurassic Park. Swingers. 



Rudy Next 
Projects: Clay 
Pigeons. A Cool 
Dry Place. Force 
Majeure Indie 
Cred: looks fabu- 
lous in a muscle T 
Howew : once guested on Doogie 



Howser. M.D.: that fishing vest he 
wore in The Lost World Comments: 
was in a rap group in high school 



uentin Tarantin 



^ J jei Rating: 

7.00 Last Year's 
Rank: 17 Previous 
''j^^^^k Work: Jackie 
ll^^H^^H Brown. Pulp Fiction. 
^^^^^^^1 Reservoir Dogs, 

^^^^^1 Natural Bom Killers, 
From Dusk Till Dawn. Desperado 
Next Project: Broadway acting 
debut in Wait Until Dark Indie Cred: 
used to work in a video store; annoy- 
ing voice; interesting teeth However: 
hosted Saturday Night Live: directed 
episode of ER: resurrected John 
Travolta's career Comments: 
charming confidence in his own 
acting ability 



Vincent Gallo 



Rating: 6.92 Last 
Year's Rank: 42 
Previous Work: 

Truth or Conseq- 
uences. N.M.. The 
Funer^. PakxjkavHfe, 
Buffalo. 66 Next 
Projects: LA. Without a Map, The 
Brown Bunny Indie Cred: writer/actor/ 
director However: appeared in Calvin 
Klein ad; dates supermodels 
Comments: Vincent is like Leonardo 
da Vinci, only better-looking 




Catheiine Keener 




Rating: 6.66 Last Year's Rank: 
49 Previous Work: Sox of 

Moonlight. Walking and Talking. 

Living in Oblivion 
Next Projects: 
Your Friends and 
Neightx>rs, The 
Real Blonde. Out of 
Sight indie Cred: 
playing an actress 
in an indie film that parodies indie 
films {Living in Oblivion) is 
extreeemely indie Power Cred: 
reportedly went to Catholic school 
Comments: Catholic school makes 
you pretty fucking weird. 

Rating: 6.59 Last Year's Rank: - 
Previous Work: Scream 2. The 
Daytnppers, 
^^^^^H Scream. Walking 
f * I'^^^l ^f^d Talking Next 

-IJQ^H Projects: 
fV-^^^H Phantoms, Sphere, 
ja^^^m Jakob the Liar 
Wx^^^^M Indie Cred: inex- 
plicable name Comments: some- 
times confused with Lili Taylor 



Rating: 6 47 Last Year's Rank: 37 
Previous Work: illtown. Kicked in the 
Head. Beautiful Girls, Mighty 
Aphrodite. Zebrahead. True Romance 
Next Project: Probation? indie 
A Cred: once did 

some time in a 
7, Virginia jail; was 

arrested for aggra- 
^^^^g vated harassment 

^B^^^. then-love 
^^^^^^^^ interest Lili Taylor; 
talks funny However: Beautiful Girls 
Comments: a psychotic Ron Howard 
for the "905? 



Richard Linklatei 



^^^^^^■H Sunrise. Dazed and 
^^^^^^^^M Confused, Slacker 
W^ff^^M Project: 

^BH^nflH The Newton Boys 

T"\ jBrl Indie Cred: was 
, from Austin when 
being from Austin 
meant something; digs miniature 
golf However: partially responsible 
for Matthew McConaughey's rise to 
fame Double However: Before 
Sunrise 

Rating: 6.26 Last Year's Rank: 27 
Previous Work: 

li ^ - -^^ Dead Presidents. 

Menace II 
Society Next 
Project: From 
Hell Indie Cred: 
They're black, 
Both of "em. Twins, too. Comments: 
The Man himself. Martin Scorsese, 
has called Menace II Society 'a great 
picture," 

Rating: 6.25 Last Year's Rank: 43 
Previous Work: marketing Kolya 
as a sex movie; hiding the fact that 
Shall We Dance was actually in 
Japanese Next Project: coming 
soon to a theater near you, whether 
you like it or not Indie Cred: foot 
soldiers of Harvey and Bob's army of 
the night However: eat veal, talk on 
headsets, and go to the gym before 
work Comments: Do not fuck with 
these people. 




Patricia Arquette 




<j JP d Rating: 6 38 Last Year's 
RanK: 32 Previous Work: Before 



EE 

^ Rating: 6.21 Last Year's Rank: 
38 Previous Work: Lost Highway. Ed 
Wood. True Romance Next Project: 
The Hilo Country indie Cred: rwt 
afraid to get naked 
on-screen; had sex 
scene with herself in 
Lost Highway 
However: wife of 
Nicolas Cage; 
wears leather pants, 
a lot Comments: Sister Rosanna 
occupied her spot last year, 

riTTOf:g:W.nrA*i:3 4 

Rating: 6 17 Last Year's Rank: - 
Previous Work: Scream 2. Dream 
With the Fishes. Johns. Scream Next 
Projects: Life During Wartime. What 
We Do Is Secret (a biopic atK>ut 
Darby Crash) Indie Cred: played gay 
hustler in Johns (gay = indie!); 
freaked out Lisa Marie Presley at the 
MTV video awards Extra Super Indie 
Cred: on-screen mustache 

However: appeared 
in an episode of 
Blossom: was a 
Van/fyFa/r cover 
boy in '97; Gap 
TV commercial 
Comments: Sister 
Alexis will occupy his spot next year. 



SB ^ 

Rating: 5.94 Last Year's Rank: 47 
Previous Work: Killing Zoe, Pulp 
Fiction: Bodies. Rest & Motion: 
Singles: Mask: Fast Times at 

Ridgemont High 
Next Project: 
whatever script he 
gels first Indie 
Cred: will act for 
food: has exposed 
penis on film 






(Naked in New York) However: 
dates Bridget Fonda; made numerous 
guest appearances on TV's Mad 
About You Comments: looks pretty 
good in a bathrobe 

Rating: 5.91 Last Year's Rank: 25 
Previous Work: Independence. CB4 
Next Project: Half-Baked Indie 
Cred: Married to Mike D.; let Drew 
O^BM Banymore crash 
>5 wi her couch for 

'' seven months 

However: hangs 
out with Sofia 
Coppola; directed 
the video for 
Hanson's "MMMBop' Comments: 
enjoys a good book 

Rating: 5.38 Last Year's Rank: - 
Previous Work: Bitter Moon, 
Chinatown. Rosemary's Baby: statu- 
tory rape of 13-year- 
otdgiriin 1977 Next 
Project: cutting a 
deal with L.A. district 
attorney Indie 
Cred: world-class 
international fugi- 
tive; Polish; old; was husband of 
actress Sharon Tate, who was mur- 
dered in 1969 by Charles Manson's 
"family" However: directs opera 
Comments: has said, 't always liked 
them young, romantic, innocent." 

^ I j.B:!!^!^ ^ a 

Rating: 5.11 Last Year's Rank: 16 
Previous Work: She's the One. The 
Brothers McMulfen Next Projects: 
Long Time, Nothing New. Saving 
^^^^^^^m Private Ryan Indie 
^^^^^^^^1 Cred: spent just 
'' ^^1 $25,000 on 7/)e 
Jf^^k Brothers McMullen. 
^^M^^"'^ which won Grand 
^^^ft^^H Jury Prize at 
m^mm^M Sundance in 1995 
However: Saving Private Ryan 
costars Tom Hanks Comments: 
dropping like a stone 



COMPILED BY ZEVBOROW 

ADDITIONAL RESEARCH BY LEIGH ANNE 
FITZPATRICK AND ROBERT WOOD 



People Who Didn't 
Make The Spindie 
50 (and why) 



lH.Ut4I.Mir:i«i:ll!IJll 

(sighted with cefi phone) 



Jane Campion 



(listens to dassical music) 



Robext Redfoid 



(Isck dl body hair) 
IJIiT.r.MHiil 

{BeaOes.esque name) 

illHHt:U».H»I.TJ fnfilH IrvJhl 



Gregg Aiaki 



(smells funny) 



David Lynch 



Spike Lee 



(courtskle KnKks seats) 
l:f.l.IJ*»iH 3iin)b«n<) 



Michael Mooie 



(megaphone) 



i 



Hi 



Orson Welles 



(dead) 
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Rums of 
Puerto Rico 
Enjoy them! 
(ttiot's ttie 
spirit!) 

In 1548 the first 
rum distillery 
was established 
in Puerto Rico. 
Today, there are 
1 1 fine rum brands 
made in Puerto Rico. 
Enjoy your favorite 
brand, straight 
or mixed, and 
discover the 
smoothness that 
only comes from a 
450 year heritage 
of producing the 
finest rums. 

Puerto Rican Rum. 
Make sure it's on 
the label. 



RumSd 

puEFnoracoct 




Only the Finest 
come from 



Rums 
uerto Rico 






Packing a rock'n'roll soundtrack, MTV stylings, and a new 

machismo, it now pulls ratings second only to the NFL. 
As the Olympic onslaught draws near, sports marketers and 

TV executives claim the future of televised sports is not snowboarding, 
roller hockey, or kick boxing. It's figure skating. 
ZEV BOROW feels the magic. Photographs b^ JAMES SM^^ 



Lets get rrrreaddy to rrruummbble!" 
Don't you just love that line? Especially when 
that guy saySH, !haf guy who trffls the r*s 6Vef 
so slightly and makes "rumble" sound like "rumbah." 
Really gets you going, starts the blood pumping, 
- jnduoes soma tiand oi pnmal, onoraatopoeiCr allitera- 
tive cheap thrill. Wouldn't it be absolutely, positively 
outstanding if every event you ever attended, every 
_kick-ass moment of your entire Jife tjegan with that 
line, with that guy who's famous for saying it in some 
tiny arena dressing room running a hand alongside 
his perfectly moussed jet-black hair, adjusting his 
tuxedo bow tie, shooting a twinkling smile into a mir- 
ror, walking out into a spotlight, and belting out "Let's 
get irrreaddy.to rruuummbble!" in a voice so deep 
and loud and smooth that it made you want to smile 
and scream and do the wave and buy things, all at 
the same time? Even at, say, the start of profession- 



al figure skating made-for-TV Fox primetime spe- 
cials starring Nancy Kerrigan and Katerina Witt and 

ScotfHa'mntdn? wburdnitiTst Be, wen, just 'SO.'.'.SB... 

so unbelievably grand that it would change the way 
you think about figure skating and figure skaters and 
televised sports in general? — . . 

Wait, don I answer. 

Figure skating, the sport with the double lutzes 
and weli-coiffed^uysjYi tight pants and seqt| iip,ed 



women with negative g-force smiles; the sport about 
to have its quadrennial two-week affair with the 
American public — courtesy of the XVIII Winter 
Olympiad in Nagano, Japan — has gone millennial. 
While you were discovenng electronica and learning 
flow to Rollert)lade down stairs and generally leading, 
the Zeitgeist, figure skating wandered down to the 
party. It drank from the golden goblet of MTV and 
gorged itself on sports markefing. It danced the for- 



bidden dance vi/ith agents and flirted with presidents 
of network television. It discovered the hard sell. And 
"Taid thTs."alTof!hiS,7or9bD. YdQ'iJearrsweef.fiTrze'a 
18-to-34-ye3r-old consumer. For you it came to Las 
Vegas to stage Battle of the Sexes II. an "all-star, 
-rock'n'roll skating f^ox, pr*me-4im»extrava9snza.'' Fer- 
you it hired the guy (Michael Buffer) to say the line, 
to ask the question. To you. it turns its lonely eyes 
qnd demands: Are you rgady to r umble? 



Wait, don't answer. 



I think that what people are figuring out 
now is that figure skating can be anything and 
everything It can be rock videos and opera and 

. ballet anttsfiqken.wod.ao.d^fte.ciaUfiecis acid.aniL. 
combination of those.' 

That's Scott Hamilton talking. Hamilton, or 
"Scooter,' as he's called by his fellow skaters, is the 




Old dogs, new tricks: Nancy Kerrigan, Viktor 
Petrenko. and Kalerina Wilt, former Olympic heroes 
turned MTV-style ice rockers. 



Peter Pan of skating, the king of Never-Neverland. 
Five feet three and a half inches tall and maybe 1 1 0 
pounds, he's gleeful and childlike and revered, and 
he pretty much started it all. For skating, Hamilton 
was the beginning of The Nev^. Back in 1984, he 
won the Gold medal and cranked up the show tunes 
and gave the sport a hit of pizzazz. A few years later, 
in 1988. came the "Bailie of the Brians " (Orser and 
Boitano), two cute, vaguely epicene North American 
guys duking it out for the Gold until the last possible 
televised moment. Another New. more big ratings. In 
1 992 we met Katerina Witt, an East German knock- 
out with high hemlines and the saucy grin of a 
naughty Bavarian au pair. Sexy New. Then came 
1994, the Tonya and Nancy show. The Odd Couple 
meets Seven. A brunet from New England with Ivory 
skin and a Colgate smile versus a bleached-blond 
from the Oregon woods with a truck and a lead pipe. 
Sexy and Violent and New. Biblical ratings, tabloid 
coverage. TV movies. The Jackpot. 

Today, as the '98 Winter Games rumble ever 
closer, figure skating is all made up and has every- 
where to go. It's one of the biggest revenue- 
generating sports in the world, airing on all four major 
American networks and drawing better ratings than 
every televised sport except pro football. Olympic 
figure skating outdraws even the NBA play-offs and 
the odd episode of Seinfeld. Last year, the United 
States Figure Skating Association signed an eight- 
year. $1 00 million joint-marketing and broadcast con- 
tract with ABC. The deal gives the network rights to 
all the U.S. Olympic team's qualifying competitions, 
which are basically showcases for the future Scott 
Hamiltons and Nancy Kerrigans and Katerina Witts 



of the world (i.e., the Tara Lipinskis, Elvis 
Stojkos, Michelle Kwans, and Todd 
Eldridges. who will all soon be getting 
famous on a television near you). CBS. in 
the three months leading up to this 
month's games, scheduled 21 .5 hours of 
skating programming, a commitment sec- 
ond only to college football. Once the 
games begin, it will broadcast more hours of skating 
than any other sport. Then there are the sundry 
made-for-TV skating specials (Stars 0f7 Ice. 
Rock'n'Roll on Ice, Too Hot to Skate, Ice Wars) in 
which former Olympic heroes are surrounded by 
spectacle in exchange for millions in appearance and 
sponsorship fees. And each new special is quick to 
outshine the others with an ever-expanding arsenal 
of music, themes, props, and skin. 

"The show is going to be totally dynamic." says 
Hamilton. He's looking out over the ice at the 
Thomas & Mack Center in Las Vegas, home to 
Battle of the Sexes II, which Hamilton is coexecutive- 
producing. The rink is being outfitted to look like a 
boxing ring. Workers are rolling in massive, gleam- 
ing Hariey-Davidson motorcycles and propping them 
up on a red-carpeted stage that's already decorated 
with faux-Corinthian columns and a huge metallic 
globe. "That's where the skaters will sit," Hamilton 
says. "The theme's boxing. It'll be girls against the 
boys, round by round." 

The four girls are Kenigan. Witt, American Caryn 
Kadavy, and Russian Ekaterina Gordeeva. skating's 
current tabloid darling. (She made the cover of People 
after her skating-partner husband died of a heart 
attack.) They'll face off against Orser. Canadian Kurt 
Browning, Ukranian Viktor Petrenko, and Czech Jozef 
Sabovcik. Together, the two teams own enough 
Olympic medals to start a mint, but the winners of 
Battle of the Sexes II. to be chosen by a panel of 
celebrity judges, will get something not normally asso- 
ciated with the sport of figure skating — Harteys. "This 
show will be way better than last year's," says 
Hamilton. "Last year's winners got GMC trucks." 



Hamilton's coexecutive producers, 
David Krieff and Danica Krislovich, 
agree. "We've got a three-million-dollar- 
plus budget," Krieff tells me. 

s going to blow you away." adds 
Krislovich. 
. Krieff, 37, and Krislovich, 30. are 

copresidents of Destiny Productions, "a 
hands-on entertainment production company" 
that produced Battle of the Sexes I. "We're not 
skating people." Krieff says. "We're entertain- 
ment people." Krislovich tells me her background is 
"edgy, cutting-edge stuff." She wori<ed for MTV 
Productions and helped produce the first Rock'n 'Roll 
on Ice show for Fox in 1 994. Krieff got his start as a 
producer on Miami Vice, then went on to produce 
several Richard Simmons wori<out videos. "When I 
met Danica," he says, "it was kismet. We didn't know 
much about skating, but we knew we could take it to 
another level with the look of it, the concept, the 
music, the vision. With skating, like with any sport, 
every few years or so something has to happen to 
keep the public's interest. You'd think that now it 
would be the Winter Olympics, right? Wrong. It's this. 
It's us." 

Krislovich jumps in: "We could take any sport and 
do this. Just give us six months." 
Even.Frisbee? 

Krislovich: "Frisbee? Yeah sure, Frisbee. Okay, 
we use the same rules, but get a different object to 
throw...." 

Krieff: "We'd get top celebrity judges. .. ." 
Krislovich: "We'd get hip music, rock'n'roll...." 
Krieff: "You gotta have the rock'n'roll." 



"At Fox Sports we really try to work in an atmos- 
phere where no idea is a bad idea. Kids want to be 
hammered over the head and impressed. This is, for 
tyetter or worse, what our world is about. Our skating 
shows are acknowledging that. It shows in ournum- 
6ers, our 18-to-34-year-old audience is growing. ' 
— Ed Goren, executive producer of Fox Sports 

The celebrity judges arrive at the 
Thomas & Mack Center about an hour and a 
half before showtime. Most of them are drawn 
from Fox TV shows — Nicole Sullivan from Mad TV; 
Kelly Coffield, who was one of the white giris on In 
Living Color; and Vincent Young, who plays Noah on 
Beverly Hills, 90210. There's also Craig Simpson, a 
former pro hockey player, and Katie Wagner, who 
used to be a correspondent for MTV. Scott Hamilton 
comes over to greet them and explain a little about 
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how to score the skaters' routines. Vincent Young tells 
Hamilton he's eager to give out a lot of "perfect tens." 

In the men's locker room, the guys are getting 
dressed while listening to Adam Sandler's "The 
Chanukah Song" and "Ode to f^y Car." Sabovcik, a 
ghostly pale 32-year-old Czech with long, blond, 
feathered hair, is the only exception. He is listening to 
Judas Priest through headphones while changing into 
his show costume of leather pants and a npped mus- 
cle T-shirt. Vincent 'Voung pops his head in, looking 
for the room where he's supposed to get his makeup 
done. He's directed next door, and I follow him there 
to ask if he thinks he'll be a good figure-skating judge. 

"Sure," he says, as his cheeks are rouged. "I real- 
ly like figure skating. I watch it on TV all the time. I'm 
an artist, you know, not just an actor. I paint as well. I 
totally appreciate the beauty of movement." Then he 
asks me if I've seen Elfaterina Gordeeva skate. Only 
in practice, I tell him. Young shakes his head. "Man," 
he says, "is she hot or what?" 

"This show is sophisticated. It's very clever. There's 
huge irony in this show. For me, the worst thing would 
be if no one saw that, if no one took it seriously, if 
everyone though it was a big joke. It's not a joke. " — 
Lea Ann Miller, choreographer of BaVie of the Sexes II 

'/ know it s a clich6, but I guess you want people to 
leave saying, '/ laughed, I cried, it was better than 
Cats. '" — Scott Hamilton, two hours before showtime 

At 7:28 P.M., the Thomas & Mack Center 
PA announces the rules of the event (scoring 
on a ten-point scale, four "challenge" rounds) 
and tells the crowd (mostly women either over 50 or 
under 14) to "grab your favorite cut man and get 
ready for the Battle of the Sexes //!" The skaters are 
led to the ice by a bejeweled Cleopatra and a pro- 
cession of beefy Roman sentinels provided by 
Caesars Palace, a show sponsor. Witt and Browning, 
the two team captains, are wearing leather Hartey 
jackets; the rest of the skaters are in red silk boxing 
robes. After being introduced, each skater glides 
toward center ice and executes a personalized flour- 
ish. (Orser plays air guitar; Sabovcik slides on his 
knees Jimi Hendrix-style.) A spotlight then cuts to a 
darkened comer of the rink to illuminate Hamilton, in 
tux jacket, bow tie, and jeans, leaning up against a 
Harley. Hamilton skates to the center of the ice, 
shakes his fist like Arsenio Hall, and screams 
"Yeah!" several times. He gets a standing ovation. 



ZambonI slick: a tithe Jozef Sabovcik rocks 
himself while the sartonatly inventive Kurt 
drowning maintains his cool. 

Buffer then asks the crowd if it's ready to 
rumble. It is. 

Sabovcik skates first, to Great White's 
■Rock Me." He does a back flip. The crowd 
is sufficiently rocked , and the judges give 
him high marks. A pattern is quickly estab- 
lished. Every skater will rock the crowd and will like- 
wise get high marks. Kerrigan skates to "A Boy Like 
That" by Selena. In between, "round girls" glide 
around the rink holding up little white placards that 
say battle of the sexes ii. 

The PA announces at intermission that the girls 
are beating the guys by one point. The only person 
in the arena who seems to care about this is Caryn 
Kadavy's husband, a doctor from Erie, Pennsylvania. 
Dr. Kadavy is in the VIP lounge hanging on every 
celebrity-judged score because, as he puts it, "I really, 
really want a Harley." 

After intermission comes the spin competition 
and the jump competition. The girls win. These are 
followed by the "challenge rounds." Kadavy. 
skating to "Mambo Italiano." outscores Sabovcik 
skating to Bruce Springsteen's version of 'War." 
Dr. Kadavy raises a fist in the air and vrooms an 
air-Harley. "This is so weird," Nancy Kerrigan says 
to no one in particular. "What are they marking us 
on — hairstyle?" 

The competition stays close till the end. Kerrigan 
skates to Janet Jackson. Viktor Petrenko skates to 
"I'm Too Sexy." He thrusts his hips in time with the 
beat and elicits cheap shrieks from the crowd. In the 
VIP room, Petrenko's wife rolls her eyes and says, "I 
can't believe that's my husband." Finally, Witt does a 
sultry ice dance to Cher's 'It's a Man's Worid." and 
Browning closes the night with a rollicking, nearly 
pantomimed treatment of Lyie Lovett's "Here I Am." 
Kabuki MTV, on ice. 

The crowd eats it up and is thrilled when Michael 
Buffer returns to announce that the winnerrrrrs 
are. ..the Girls! The results, however, are not a sur- 
prise to anyone in the VIP lounge, as Dr. Kadavy 
has kept a running tab of the points and has been 
racing about the room vrooming his air-Hariey to 
anyone who will listen. The show closes with a 
close-up of the girls' team, breathless, stage makeup 
running down their faces, sitting astride their new 
Harieys and smiling for the Fox cameras as hard as 
they can. 



Not bad, huh?" says David Krieff, 
holding a drink and flashing a half-glazed 
grin at a reception at Planet Hollywood fol- 
lowing the show. Destiny Productions has contracted 
to produce four similar skating specials for Fox this 
year. Each one, Krieff claims, will 'blow you away 
even more." At Planet Hollywood, he's holding court 
for a small circle of similariy satisfied, half-glazed 
men and women, each of whom responds to his 
comments with widened eyes, toothy smiles, and 
hearty congratulations. 

The skaters, just barely out of backslapping 
range, are also in a congratulatory mood. Sabovcik 
and Orser are sipping martinis at the bar. Most of 
their fellow skating talent are seated around one 
long table, nibbling at a post-show meal. Their 
conversations revolve around the evening's skating. 
Orser tells Sabovcik that he skated "really well, 
really strong." Sabovcik dips his head and quietly 
says thanks Browning gently grabs Kerrigan. 
'You landed some great doubles out there," he 
half-whispers. 

Just a bunch of worid-class athletes talking 
shop, about the sport to which they've devoted the 
ovenwhelming majority of their waking hours, about 
the thing they do better than anyone else on the 
planet. Listening to them, off the ice. without the 
stage makeup or leather, you're suddenly reminded 
that these people were once Olympic champions. 
But their future, and that of the current crop of 
Olympic hopefuls should they ever turn pro, will 
invanably consist of made-for-TV spectacles like 
this one. 

"Growing up," Nancy Kerrigan tells me later, "it 
was only Ice Capades or coaching, there wasn't really 
anything else. Now, it's totally different. We're lucky. 
You go through so many years of pain to be able to 
do shows like this." 

"Is this where the Laser Pink Floyd show is?' — A 
guy in a car in the parking lot of the Thomas & Macit 
Center. • 



Or,! 
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"^n ave you seen the Mir video yet?" Constance 

jH Adoms asks. I shake my head no. 

You've got to get it. Before you leave, you 
really have to." 

Adams is one of a handful of "space architects" at 
NASA. She's pari of a very small team of young sci- 
entists plotting the return of grand space exploration. 
They're easy to identify at Houston's Johnson Space 
Center, since most of them wear little white buttons 
pinned to their shirts reading, in big red letters, mars 
OR BusTi Adams's job is to think about the psychologi- 
cal factors of sending six men and women on a three- 
year trip to the Red Planet, which NASA wants to do 
by 2014, 

Behind her. on the other side of the parking lot, 
across a hundred yards of cars and asphalt, a Saturn V 
rocket lies on its side, broken up into five pieces. The 
once-awesome machine, built in the early 1970s to 
take men to the moon, now serves as a grand lawn 
ornament for the Space Center— it's the greatest gar- 
den tchotchke in the world. 

Adams gets into her car, a BMW Z3 convertible — 
the kind that James Bond drove in GoWenEye— and 
takes down the top. 

"Fuck, it s hot," she says, as a great bubble of 
super-heated Texan air wafts out. The Saturn V 
shimmers through the heat, the closest it now comes 
to moving. 



"If you want to know what we have to deal with." 
she says, flipping the ignition, "watch ttiat tape." 

ast spring, the space shuttle came to Mir and 
picked up Jerry Linenger. The American astro- 
naut had spent 131 days in the Russian space 
station, battling fires, low oxygen, and the loss of his 
quarters in the Spektr module. Before Linenger 
boarded the Space Shuttle, mission control urged 
him to make a video. They wanted to see the interiors. 
Linenger, acting as host, produced an impromptu 
tour, in the style of Martha Stewart, taking mission 
control on a live walk-through. It's not every day you 
see an astronaut floating through a space station, 
describing how it's decorated. 

Linenger, bobbing about, looking fit and healthy in 
tan pants and a white polo shirt, praises a Russian 
table covered in Velcro, because objects stick nicely 
to its surface. Hanging on the wall, there is a water- 
color of a boy fishing; Linenger says it s one of his 
favorite things in the station. He floats by a tiny oven, 
which abuts the exercise treadmill, an obviously 
unpleasant proximity between food and sweat. He 
shows us the toilet and shower. He points out little 
spherical globules of water, from condensation on a 
ventilation hose, that are impossible to clean up. The 
silver balls are mesmerizing as they gracefully glide 
through the air. Linenger stops in front of his sleep 



area, which is in a corner, wedged against the wall. 
Once a day, he straps into a sleeping bag and dozes 
there, rarely sleeping more than five hours Linenger 
stops by a tiny porthole, a circle of plastic that gives 
us a glimpse of the emptiness outside. He takes us 
into the Mir's "attic" where all the space vehicle's 
trash is stored in great heaps of plastic bags. Through- 
out, the place looks like some magnificent intestine, 
grown to gargantuan size, people squirming and 
floating about the curved, ndged walls. It s unques- 
tionably a claustrophobic and cramped place to be. 
And that's why the tape is so popular. It gives a vis- 
ceral understanding of how, for most of us, being up 
there would be horrible enough to bring on anxiety at 
best, madness at worst. 

Most of us can't stand being in a car with another 
person for more than six hours. The proposed Mars 
crew of four to eight will have to live together in a 
space the size of a one-bedroom apartment, traveling 
for six months across some of the most boring vistas 
in the universe (millions and millions of miles of black 
space, little stars, and the occasional micrometeor). 
When they get to Mars, they'll move into another tiny 
habitat already on the planet's surface, sent ahead of 
them. They won t get much of a view here either. 
They'll have to bury their home underground, to insu- 
late themselves from radiation on the Martian sur- 
face. It will be a basement apartment. Four hundred 
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The ALSTF team outside the Can, where astronauts are 
testing the effects of prolonged isolation. 

days later, If all goes well, they'll get back In their 
ship, and spend six months returning home. Dunng 
those three years away fronn Earth, they won't be 
able to relax with a drink or a cigarette, and sex, while 
possible, will be fraught with the danger of jealousy 
and interpersonal tension (see page 92). If they get 
into a fight, there'll be nowhere to go. 

Understanding what happens to people when they 
live in space for a long time is not something NASA 
knows much about. NASA is a short-mission specialty 
shop whose popular image comes from can-do engi- 
neering narratives like Apollo 1 3, where three astro- 
nauts on a quick trip through space, running low on 
oxygen, their ship damaged from an explosion, 
gamely repair the vessel with a fantastically inge- 
nious bricolage of pens and metal wire and bits of 
plastic stuck together just right. Much of that ethic 
persists. The space shuttle has never flown for more 
than 17 days at a time. 

No one knows whether NASA can make the tran- 
sition to long-duration space travel. But starting in 
2000 it will try. housing people in an experimental 
pod called the Advanced Life Support Test Facility 
(ALSTF) to test what might happen if they were to 
live for months and years off the Earth. Constance 
Adams will design the interiors. With living quarters 
about the size of a yacht, and housed at the Space 
Center, the ALSTF will be home to crews of four 
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people for 120 days in 2000, 240 In 2002, and 425 
in 2003. They will be sealed off from the outside 
world, behind steel walls, pretending to be on another 
planet. There will be no more than one small win- 
dow, and no opportunity to go outside. For them to 
stay there for more than a year, without going for 
the escape hatch and running off onto the green 
lawns that are just a minute away, the interiors will 
have to provide much of the stimulation they'll be 
missing outside. 

The ALSTF will test the idea that a crew can live In 
symbiosis with its habitat. Like Biosphere 2, the ill-fated 
experiment that tried to re-create a miniature Earth 
within a building, the ALSTF will use nature, in the 
form of wheat plants and algae, to produce 
food and clean air for the crew. But where 
Biosphere was grand in scope (and a bit 
kitschy), attempting to mimic entire biomes, 
such as forests and oceans, NASA is tightly 
focused on one goal: sustaining human life. 
It's more like a womb than a pseudoplanet. 
In 2004, NASA, assuming Congress agrees, 
will make a "go/no-go" decision on whether 
to preparefor a 2014 launch to Mars. If the 
life-support system in the ALSTF works and 
the people don't crack, NASA will have a 
good reason to believe that sending a half 
dozen people to Mars and bringing them 
back alive won't be absurdly dangerous — 
just merely dangerous. 



fhe metaphor of the house as a womb becomes 
challengingly literal," Constance Adams tells 
me, as she carefully takes a black Magic 
Marker and traces the outline of a wall on translucent 
drafting paper. "You can get so into it that it's frighten- 
ing. It's frightening to be in the womb." She looks up 
at me, scowling. "Most of us would rather go moun- 
tain biking." She laughs at her joke, and goes back to 
drawing. She's sitting at a metal desk in her office on 
the second floor of Building 1 5. Through the broad 
windows, there's a view of the Space Center's neatly 
trimmed lawns. Adams can be pithy and wry. Thirtyish, 
with long black hair, pale olive skin, and a yen for styl- 
ish suits, she doesn't fit into the traditional mold of 
khakis, crew cuts, and engineering degrees that pre- 
dominates at the Space Center. Instead, she exudes 
opulent exoticism. Adams is originally from New 
Orieans (her full name is Constance Marguerite 
Augustine deJean deBousquet deJumecourt Adams), 
and she describes herself as the descendant of bas- 
tards and second sons of the French aristocracy. 
Fluent in French and German; schooled in Marx and 
Weber; inspired by communal, eco-friendly theories 
of social organization, she is a suprisingly countercul- 
tural presence to find at NASA. In the Age of Apollo, 
which gave us Tang and Velcro, ideas of sustainable 
ecology in space were seen as far-out science fiction. 
Previous generations of space designers might have 
devised complex plans for stowing thousands of 
"meals ready to eat" on a Mars mission, each empty 
dish thrown out into space, or onto the surface of Mars. 
Adams thinks a mission to Mars will inspire new forms 
of habitation on Earth, producing a space dividend for 
the 21st century. Instead of fizzy orange water, we'll 
get cities that live in balance with the surrounding 
environment, absorbing pollution, producing clean 
water and food. 

Adams is under pressure to complete initial 
sketches of the habitat for an architectural review, 
what she calls a "pinup session," two days from now. 
She says that this will t>e the first formal architectural 
evaluation of a proposed off-Earth facility at the 
Johnson Space Center in more than a decade. 
Usually, architects don't build space facilities; engi- 
neers do. Adams, however, was brought in from the 
beginning to think through fundamental issues of 
design and aesthetics, because understanding human 
factors is seen as essential in these long-duration 
tests. Like neariy everyone I meet at NASA, Adams 
doesn't see what she's worthing on as a mere job. 
Instead, it's a kind of holy mission. "There is no obvious 
economic or political gain in the space program," she 



Architect Adams, who has tieen inspired by communal, eco- 
friendly theories of social organization, is a surprising pres- 
ence at NASA. 




explains. "It's just incredibly noble. We can do It. And 
we are actually crazy enougti to spend the money to 
do it. Anything you do that is this enormous, this huge, 
and that's not for your own gain, but just t>ecause it ful- 
fills some greater human dream — isn't that noble? " 

Adams works for Lockheed Martm, the aerospace 
giant, who contracts her out to NASA. Lockheed 
hired her in May, tiecause NASA decided it needed 
an architect to design the ALSTF. Adams had never 
worked on an outer-space mission before. She was 
chosen because of her interest and experience build- 
ing ecologically sustainable urban architecture. After 
graduating from the Yale School of Architecture, 
Adams worked with Kenzo Tange Associates in Tokyo. 
There she developed grand urban redevelopment 
projects, including a proposal to rebuild 2,000 acres 
of Roman suburbs, the construction of skyscrapers in 
Kuala Lumpur, and a lavish multi-tiered rooftop disco 
in Tokyo. Two years later, she moved to Berlin and 
worked on redevelopment projects there; afterward, 
she relocated to Seattle, where she was hoping to 
help create an urban light-rail system — then came the 
call from NASA. 

Adams is fascinated by the metaphor of metalx)- 
lism: of buildings and complexes of buildings living in 
symbiosis with the people who inhabit them; the flow 
of human movement through space colliding, com- 
bining, and dividing. It is an image that comes from 
her time with Kenzo Tange. Tange is the eminence 
grise of Japanese architecture; he began his career 
by rebuilding Hiroshima's city center in stages during 
the '40s and '50s, and went on to create Tokyo's 
1964 Olympic stadium and city hall. His buildings are 
vast complexes, and his main ambition, in the age of 
imperial modem architecture of the '50s and '60s, 
was to build entire cities. Adams, in a sense, has 
inherited that ambition to build complete worlds; she. 
however, wants to build herworids in miniature. She 
sees the ALSTF as a tiny planet, with the environ- 
ment sustaining human life, and human life sustain- 
ing the environment. 

"In 2000 we will have three units," she says, 
describing the first phase of the ALSTF, "a life-support 
chamber with an exercise area, a bio-mass produc- 
tion chamber, and the 'hab' [habitation] chamber. 
What this is all about is establishing balance. We 
have a bunch of wheat plants and four people and 
they keep each other alive." NASA believes this is 
technically feasible. Last March, the agency placed 
four scientists in isolation for 60 days, within a sealed 
three-story-tall metal cylinder (originally built to simu- 
late Skylab and nicknamed the "Can") at the Johnson 
Space Center. Throughout the experiment, the crew 
breathed air cleaned by wheat plants and drank water 
purified by algae. Another test, lasting 90 days, was to 
end a few days betore Christmas. If it works, NASA 
can be confident that a self-sustaining life-support sys- 
tem is possible. Eventually, both the space module 
arvj the Mars habitation (which may turn out to be 



one and the same) will be designed using principles 
developed for the ALSTF. 

In traditional space missions, the life-support 
system sustains physical bodies with food, air, and 
water. But what about the mind? On a mission to 
Mars, the life-support system has to support the 
intangible as well — hard-to-define mental needs, 
which could kill or injure an astronaut if left untended. 
Going to Mars, there are new "mission critical" 
factors like tioredom, sanity, and crew compatibility. 
Boredom — what to do for six months in steerage — 
is one of the most insidious psychological issues a 
long-duration mission faces. 

The auguries from previous long-haul missions — 
most of them Russian — are not promising. The 
Russians have specialized in long-duration missions 
(the average Russian astronaut has spent 148 days 
in space; the U.S. average is 23 days). The lone long- 
term U.S. mission — Skylab 4 — lasted 84 days, begin- 
ning badly when one of the three astronauts vomited 
and the commander decided to keep it secret from 
mission control. Mission control, however, heard every 
word, through an open mike. The crew, alienated from 
Houston, later went on a daylong strike, exhausted 
from overwork. Only after mission control agreed to 
let the crew set their own schedules did they continue 
working. NASA never flew a long mission again. 
Detailed information on Russian missions that suf- 
fered from crew problems is hard to obtain, but a con- 
fidential memo was briefly shown to me at the Space 
Center, detailing what NASA knows about problems 
on Russian missions. 

In 1976, Soyuz 21. flown by cosmonauts Boris 
Volynov and Vitaly Zholobov. completed 49 of 56 
scheduled days aloft. It was brought back eariy due 
to "interpersonal problems." Back then, the official 
explanation was that an "acrid odor" in the cabin had 
"neariy exceeded the crew's tolerance level." In 1985, 
Soyuz T-14 completed only 65 days out of a planned 
216-day mission. It was recalled, the memo reports, 
because of "medical problems and mood and perfor- 
mance difficulties." The new station commander who 
had been sent up to the station, Vladimir Vasyutin, 
was having a nervous breakdown. Soyuz TM-2. with 
Yuri Romanenko and Alexander Laveykin on board, 
was "terminated after six of 1 1 planned months 
because of interpersonal problems." Laveykin was 
brought back after five months in orbit, officially 
because of "heart problems." Romanenko stayed, 
and went on to set the then-worid record for time on 
a single mission: 326 days in space. The document I 
saw then claimed that "the first U.S.-Russian Mir-1 8. 
in 1995, had a lot of psychological problems, a fine 
was levied against a Russian crew member, and the 
American astronaut complained that psychology was 
a main issue in any long-tenm missions." When Norm 
Thaggard. the American on that Mir mission, came 
home, he said. "If I had been looking at six months 
[aboard Mir], I woukJ have been real worried.. .that I 



wasn't going to make It." At the time. Thaggard had set 
a U.S. record of 1 15 days on a single mission. A suc- 
cessful mission to Mars will last roughly 1 .000 days. 

Going to Mars requires a new breed of astronaut. 
NASA is built around the more traditional model of 
the astronaut corps. These are the people who. sym- 
bolically, are at the top of the agency. They are also a 
distillation of its values. To change the astronaut 
corps means changing NASA, and that may be very 
hard. It's like telling jet pilots one day that now they're 
all submariners. There'll be no more flying at Mach 2 
thousands of feet above the Earth, the brilliant sup 
atxjve and the round Earth below. Instead, there'll t>e 
no day and no night and no movement other than the 
shifting of a submarine as it rises and falls in an 
ocean you cannot see. 

ASA is the pilot and engineering mentality 
gone berseri^." Patricia Santy tells me. "They 
don't think about feelings; they think about 
doing. In the military there are checks and balances, 
but at NASA there are none. Engineers run every- 
thing." We're having breakfast a few miles from 
NASA, where Santy is persona non grata. She used 
to be a NASA psychiatrist, as well as a flight surgeon 
and chief of the biological behavioral lab. She quit in 
1 991 . after seven years at the agency, because she 
claims NASA refused to research the psychological 
factors that can affect space travel, Santy is in her 
40s. with short brown hair and glasses. She is an 
associate professor of psychiatry and behavioral sci- 
ence at the University of Texas at Galveston. 30 
miles south of the Johnson Space Center, where she 
specializes in what she terms "psychological adapta- 
tion to isolated confined environments." 

Santy sees a pattem of deception at NASA that 
goes back to the Mercury missions of the earty '60s; a 

Glad weann't than: Four of the guinea pigs in the 90-day 
isolation experiment. 
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desire to conceal, as she puts It. the fact that astronauts 
are human beings. "They make mistakes. They have 
interpersonal problems," she says. "When it comes to 
human factors, they are no different than you or me." 
Her accusations have taken fonm in a 324-page t)00k. 
Choosing the Right Stuff: The Psychological 
Selection of Astronauts and Cosmonauts. It's a 
primer on how NASA should remake its astronauts to 
prepare them for long-duration space flight. 

Santy says that crew selection at NASA still labors 
with standards from the days of "right-stuff' astro- 
nauts. This culture, she says, is full of "macho, 
l-never-had-any-fear kind of guys"; it favors a 
Darwinian process of self-selection where, if prob- 
lems do occur, they serve as necessary hurdles. 
Santy quotes Tom Wolfe, taking a passage from his 
book The Right Stuff, which nicely highlights the 



antipathy astronauts have for doctors and psycholo- 
gists: "Going to see a flight surgeon was a no-gain 
proposition; a pilot could only hold his own or lose in 
the doctor's office. To be grounded for a medical rea- 
son was no humiliation, looked at objectively. But it 
was a humiliation nonetheless — for it meant you no 
longer had that indefinable, unutterable, integral stuff." 

I ask her what kind of person would do well on a 
mission to Mars. "It's the plodding scientist," she 
says, "who is able to get the work done and be txired 
for long periods of time, and doesn't need high 
. amounts of stimulation." A few miles away, through 
the windows of the restaurant where we are having 
breakfast, I can see the buildings of the Johnson 
Space Center. "People with this traditional right stuff 
become apoplectic at the thought that you have to 
select astronauts for emotional maturity and sensitivi- 



ty," she says, "but who wants to be cooped up in a 
small, enclosed environment with somebody who has 
the emotional sensitivity of a cabbage?" 

After meeting with Santy, I visit her successor, Al 
Holland, the chief of psychology at the Johnson 
Space Center's Medical Operations Branch. We 
meet in a bland conference room, a mile and half 
from the center, where Holland confers with astro- 
naut families; ever since the Challenger explosion, 
family counseling is part of preparing for a mission. 
Holland is 45, with sandy brown hair, dressed in navy 
blue pants and a polo shirt; he's easy to speak with 
and approachable, both laid-back and precise. 

Holland serves as a kind of confessor and advo- 
cate for astronauts, which in itself is an indicator of 
NASA's newfound sensitivity. For instance, when an 
American is on Mir, Holland speaks to her using a 




Will there be sex in space? By DAVID FRIEDMAN 




hat is it with you Americans?" 
asks Dr. R.J. Levin, profes- 
sor of physiology at the 
University of Sheffield in Great Britain. 
"Once again you are leading the effort 
to explore outer space and colonize 
other planets. A journey to Mars and 
back will take years. Do NASA scien- 
tists actually believe humans will 
spend that much time inside a tin can 
and not have sex? NASA's reluctance 
to address this issue is absurd." 

Dr. Levin is not a flake. In 1989 he 
published "Effects of Space Travel on 
Sexuality and the Human Reproductive 
System" in the Journal of the British 
Interplanetary Society. This 6,000- 
word article, one of the most thorough 
explorations of the subject ever pub- 
lished, concluded that what we don't 
know about human sexual functioning 
in space far outweighs what we should 
know. Or want to know. 

Nine years later, space-age sex is 
no longer an Earth-bound fantasy — the 
question isn't "if," it's "when?" Someday, 
we'll be sending humans to Mars, a trip 
that will take three years. Still, when 
the subject is cosmic carnal knowl- 
edge, NASA is playing dumb. 

Last May C-SPAN did a live call-in 
program with the crew of the shuttle 
Atlantis, then hurtling through space on 
a resupply mission to the ailing MIR 
station. 

"Has anybody thought about having 
sex In space?" asked a caller. Yes, 
added the C-SPAN host, tell us the 
rules about sex. 



"We don't have to worry about the 
rules for that," said the shuttle com- 
mander Col. Charies J. Precourt, as 
laughter erupted in the background. 
"We're all so busy, and we're all pro- 
fessionals, of course." Then the ques- 
tion was translated for a Russian on 
board, Elena Kondakova. 

"I don't understand the essence of 
the question," she replied. 

The essence of the question is sim- 
ple, yet scientifically complex, and per- 
haps best expressed in a series of 
questions: Is human sexual functioning 
possible in a state of weightlessness (or 
microgravity, as scientists prefer to call 
it)? Can a man produce normal sperm 
in such an environment? Will a woman 
ovulate? Can conception occur? What 
about orgasms? What are the conse- 
quences of long-term exposure to cos- 
mic radiation on human reproduction? 
Will a child conceived in space develop 
normally? And, if tram up there, will it 
be able to function on Earth? 

"We've had no formal or informal 
studies dealing with human sexuality in 
space, and right now there are no 
plans for such studies," Dr. Charies 
Sawin, assistant to the director for sci- 
ence payloads at NASA's Johnson 
Space Center, told me. Maybe so, but 
I found a detailed account of one such 
obviously fabricated "study" on the 
Web. Titled "Experiment 8 Postflight 
Summary, NASA publication 14- 
307-1 792," the document describes 
and evaluates ten attempts at sexual 
intercourse in microgravity. 






This was Experiment No. 3: "An 
elastic belt [was used to] bind the 
thighs of the female to the waist of the 
male. The female's buttocks were 
against the male's groin, while her 
knees straddled his chest. Of all the 
approaches tried with an elastic belt. 



this was by far the most satisfactory. 
Entry was difficult, but after the female 
discovered how to lock her toes over 
the male's thighs., she could obtain the 
necessary thrusting motions. The 
male's role was passive , but pleasant." 
According to the report, each exper- 
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ham radio. While not exactly therapy sessions, com- 
munications with Holland are confidential — mission 
control does not listen in. Confidentiality allows 
Holland to stand up for an astronaut, to demand that 
he get more sleep, or that he t>e allowed to relax. In 
an environment where being wimpy is frowned upon, 
Holland offers a way for stressed-out astronauts to 
save face: He won't reveal the extent of their com- 
plaints, but will petition for changes on their tiehalf. 
Holland has counseled all seven Americans who 
have lived on Mir. And he's become a specialist in 
the art of morale txxjsting, coordinating the delivery 
of seven-kilogram goodie boxes filled with candy 
and surpnses such as CD-ROMs with family pictures 
and movies. Holland serves as a liaison with fami- 
lies, a trusted person on the ground who can convey 
information privately both ways. 



I ask Holland to show me statistk:s that measure 
the frequency of depression, anxiety, or interpersonal 
friction in space. He tells me that NASA has never 
collected that information. It is all up here, Holland 
explains, pointing to his head. It has taken him years 
to build up trust with astronauts (he has worked at 
NASA since 1989); if people want data on astronaut 
psychology, Holland argues, they would have to first 
guarantee that the infonnation wouldn't be used 
against a troubled astronaut. I ask him what he thinks 
of Santy's criticism. He agrees with much of it, he 
says. 'It is not the same agency it was five years ago." 

§ne way to keep people sane and happy on a 
three-year marathon to Mars is to pay close 
attention to what the inside of the spaceship 
looks like. On long missions, which side is "up" in 



microgravity, the availat>ility of private quarters, 
color schemes, and lighting that casts shadows are 
all known to influence crew morale. With the ALSTF 
facility, NASA, for the first time, will be able to see 
how changing spaceship decor might improve crew 
morale and effectiveness on long missions. 

The ALSTF habitat is stored in Building 241, 
ten minutes away by foot from Building IS. It is 
37 feet long and 15 feet in diameter; anything 
larger wouldn't fit inside the space shuttle's pay- 
load bay (the shuttle will eventually carry the habi- 
tation module into orbit for final assembly and 
delivery to Mars). The paramount design chal- 
lenge for architect Adams is to give people a 
sense of well-being in an environment in which 
there are no flat walls, no windows, and no natural 
materials such as wood. She's got to turn what 



iment was videotaped by NASA for 
subsequent use in a video training 
manual. Dr. Sawin, a NASA employee 
for 18 years, said he'd never heard of 
the experiments or the report. 

"I'm sure it's a phony," he said. 

But there's at least one genuine 
NASA document dealing with the issue. 
In 1994, NASA engineer Ken Jenks pre- 
pared a report entitled "Humans in 
Space" as a guide for students 
interested in NASA's biomedical re- 
search. In the section, "Frequently 
Asked Questions." Jenks included "Sex 
in Space." His one-page answer was 
less atraut sexuality than reproduction, 
and stated that there may tie develop- 
mental problems for any animal con- 
ceived in space. 

"I got into some trouble for that," 
Jenks said. "Sex is frowned upon as a 
subject of discussion around here." 

In microgravity, what goes up does- 
n't come down — a situation with many 
physiological consequences, some of 
which could tiearon sexual functioning. 
Any discussion of life must begin with 
some basic issues, which can be any- 
thing but erotic. Space motion sickness 
strikes two thirds of all astronauts in the 
first few days, often causing vomiting. 
Also, because gravity is no longer 
pulling blood and other fluids to the low- 
er body, astronauts in space actually 
look different — and less attractive. 
Their faces gel puffy and their legs get 
thin. (NASA calls it the Puffy Head-Bird 
Legs Syndrome.) Muscles — including 
the heart — begin to atrophy (they don't 
have to work as hard), blood circulation 
decreases, and txjnes lose mass at the 
rate of 1 .5 percent per month. 

But does bone loss mean boner loss? 
"Never underestimate the ability of a 
human to adapt his environment to 
sexual activity," said Dr. James Barada 
of Albany, New York, a member of the 
American Urological Association's 
Guidelines Panel for Erectile Dysfunction. 
"Even with the decreased blood flow, 1 
don't see microgravity having a nega- 
tive impact on erectile functioning. Nor 



do 1 see it affecting the ability of men or 
women to have an orgasm." 

Joining the Million Mile High Club 
won't be easy, though. Nothing in 
microgravity is. "If you thrust forward, 
you'll push your partner back," Barada 
said. "That will have to be addressed. 
And any escaping bodily fluids will float 
in the air, which no one wants. */ly 
guess is that people will make love in a 
large spandex sleeping bag or a small 
tent." Microgravity could even be a 
boon to erotic activity. "Vou could spin 
your partner like a propeller." 

Barada may be amused to learn 
that Elaine Lemer of North Easton, 
Massachusetts, tried to interest NASA 
in licensing a product she patented as 
a space-age sex aid. This 'Belt to 
Paradise" has a waistband and thigh 
bands connected on the outside of 
each hip by the same kind of padded 
handles you find on a suitcase. The 
device enables you to take a firm hold 
of your partner's lower body and move 
it around — no small advantage in a 
state of near-weightlessness. "The 
astronauts need my belt!" Lerner told a 
supermarket tabloid after NASA sent 
up married astronauts Mark Lee and 
Jan Davis in 1992. A letter reprinted in 
the magazine informed Lemer that 
NASA didn't agree. 

Will humans, with or without a har- 
ness, even want to have sex in a 
cramped space capsule? This is no 
honeymoon suite we're talking about. 
"Imagine seven people living inside a 
Winnebago without a shower for a 
year," said Ken Jenks. R.J. Levin, who 
thinks intercourse hasn't happened yet 
in space (but that masturbation proba- 
bly has), says that microgravity in a 
cramped environment would increase 
stress levels — "and we know that 
stress reduces sex hormone levels, 
and therefore sex drive, in neariy 
everyone." Dr. Barada added that 
stress can prevent erections and vagi- 
nal lubrication, even when hormone 
levels are normal. According to 
Kenneth Souza, chief of the Life 



Sciences Division at NASA's Ames 
Research Center, the only relevant 
experiment in this area was done by 
the Russians in 1979. With rats. 

"Eight rodents, two males and six 
females in estrus, were launched into 
space on Cosmos 1 129," Souza said. 
Back on Earth, the females were 
examined. "There was no indication 
mating had occurred," Souza said. 
"This surprised us. But courtship rituals 
are complicated for rats." 

For humans, too. Doc. But let's say 
two astronauts do mate, would micro- 
gravity prevent conception? Probably 
not. says Dr. Lynn Wiley, chief of the 
Department of Obstetrics and Gyne- 
cology's Division of Reproductive 
Biology at the University of California. 
Davis, and a longtime NASA consul- 
tant. And what about gestation? Once 
again, what we know we know from 
rats — and the news isn't good In 1994, 
ten pregnant rodents spent 1 1 days in 
microgravity. then gave birth on Earth. 
Compared to "control" pups carried in 
normal gravity, the space pups had a 
dramatic impairment in their sense of 
balance, according to an Indiana 
Ujiiversity psychobiologist. 

But if there's a total passion-killer up 
there, says Wiley, it's galactic cosmic 
rays, or GCRs (see page 94). "Once 
you get past the Van Allen belts, which 
encircle our planet and protect us from 
that radiation, it's likely that 30 percent 
of human cells — including the brain, 
heart, and gonads — will be traversed 
by GCRs," she says. "In large doses, 
these particles are fatal." Dead gonadal 
tissue means humans will no longer be 
able to create sperm or have viable 
eggs. But the real issue is the gonad 
cells that survive. "They [could poten- 
tially] turn into cancer." Wiley said, "or 
agents that encourage mutations." 

So far, the only humans who've 
been beyond the Van Allen belts are 
the astronauts who went to the moon 
and back. Levin says an important 
research opportunity was lost. "Those 
men should have given sperm samples 



before, during, and after those flights." 
he said. "It would have been an 
extremely easy experiment that would 
have taught us a lot about the effects of 
radiation on spermatogenesis. 
Apparently, they didn't consider it." 

Actually, they did. "1 attended a NASA 
meeting in Washington where it was dis- 
cussed," Wiley said. "They decided it was 
an invasion of the astronauts' privacy ." 

Whether that was the right decision 
or not, Wiley is sure of one thing: "Sex 
in space will happen," she said. "To know 
biology is to know the inevitability of 
sex." So if it's a certainty that someday 
someone will boldly go — in space — 
where many have gone before on terra 
firma, why isn't NASA talking about it? 

"1 think they are," Wiley said, "but 
not for publication. Taking our species 
to another planet is the largest, most 
important, and most dangerous project 
our species has ever undertaken. The 
astronauts who accomplish that feat 
will be the bravest people who ever 
lived. NASA doesn't want to trivialize 
that mission with a discussion of sex." 

For the time being, then, we'll have 
to rely on the brave few who have dis- 
cussed it — two leading scientists (and 
science-fiction writers) who decided that 
microgravity will be a very sexy place. 

"Some women. ..should not be 
allowed aboard ship." Arthur C. Clarice 
wrote in Rendezvous With Rama. 
"Weightlessness did things to their 
breasts that were too damn distract- 
ing... At least one serious space acci- 
dent [was] caused [by] the transit of an 
unholstered lady officer through the 
control cabin." On Clarke's spaceship, 
"the only rule regulating shipboard sex 
was this: So long as you don't do it in 
the corridors....'" 

In Contact, by Cari Sagan. an orbit- 
ing space colony is an equally erotic 
environment. In fact, it's a cosmic Club 
Med. "In zero g you can do things at 80 
you never thought possible at 20," one 
resident tells a female visitor. "You 
ought to take a vacation up here," she 
gushes, "with your boyfriend." • 
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feels like a prison cell into a nice home. 

"All the public areas have to be pleasant," she 
explains, "and lend themselves to customization — 
but not too much — because that could lead to tenito- 
rialization. In the bedrooms, though, you want to 
enhance personalization. People should be able to 
change their private space." It's a delicate balance 
between control and creativity. The public rooms — 
kitchen, dining room, sitting room, and entrance — 
are downstairs. The crew won't have much choice in 
moving things around and redecorating there. 
Upstairs, in the four bedrooms, two "hygiene sta- 
tions," and library, the crew can change the look 
throughout the mission, taking down walls to combine 
rooms, putting up posters and fabrics. In a sense, the 
ALSTF design is an elegant college dorm, with pri- 
vate suites and common areas. 

The downstairs rooms reinforce communal bond- 
ing and activities, with the kitchen as the centerpiece. 
Cooking and eating are favorite pastimes in sub- 
marines and on missions to Antarctica, activities 




A model of one of the living-quarter conHguralions. 

equally essential for maintaining crew cohesion in 
space. Located at the far end of the cylinder, the 
ALSTF's kitchen is built to support group cooking, with 
broad countertops. The days of Tang and dehydrated 
space food are ending. The crew's meals will come 
from two "biomass production chambers" located in 
an adjacent cylinder. Lots of prep wort< with shared 
tasks, will define the preparation of meals, producing 
a kind of high-tech retro-rusticism, as the crew will 
depend on wheat threshers, tofu makers, and food 
processors to make dinner. 

Next to the kitchen is the dining area. It's sup- 
posed to support "family dinners," with a large central 
table capable of holding up to eight people at once. 
When the astronauts aren't eating there, the table 
can serve as a workspace and a conference center. 
The "virtual window" — a large, flat screen — will allow 
the astronauts to hold group press conferences and 
communicate with Earth. When the window isn't used 
for communication, the crew can use it to "tele-operate" 
robots on the Martian surface, screen movies, play 
videogames, or just watch nature. Film clips of scenic 



panoramas — boats drifting along rivers, trees pass- 
ing thnDugh the seasons — are known to help alleviate 
certain problems experienced by Antarctic crews. 
Stuck inside during bleak South Polar winters with a 
minimum of visual stimuli, people have been known 
to experience ennui, depression, and a lack of moti- 
vation, as well as a temporary loss of their ability to 
focus on long-distance objects. 

The sitting area is farther down the tut>e. Here the 
crew can socialize, play games, and work during the 
day. It is adjacent to the front hatch and the comman- 




The ALSTF greenhouse: Wl\at's grown will feed the 
people and clean the air 



der's office, where daily schedules are kept. A set of 
stairs leads upstairs, to the residential floor. Where 
the colors downstairs are warm earth tones — light 
hues in yellow and white — upstairs is dart^er, favor- 
ing richer, stronger colors. Those colors are partly 
set by the crew. Each bedroom holds a narrow bed 
and a small desk with a computer. Adams wants to 
put windows in the rooms, looking out on the hallway, 
so crew members can both have privacy, or choose 
to be connected to what's happening outside. "As 
inconceivable as it mayseem," Adams explains, 
"these dimensions will lead to a future Martian archi- 
tecture. They will be inherited by someone down the 
line who sends these things to Mars." 

When I arrive at the architectural pinup session, I 
find Adams with her boss, Janis Connolly, arranging 
models of the ALSTF along a central table. Tacked to 
the wall are different renditions of the habitat. Adams 
is eager to begin. I sit down in the back of the room, 
underneath a few framed pictures of the shuttle in 
orbit, and watch as a dozen people arrive. The pur- 
pose of the meeting is to decide which of five pro- 
posed structures will wori< best as the basic layout 
for the habitation chamber. For the first half hour, 
people mill about, scrutinizing the sketches and hold- 
ing the models. 

Midway through the hour Adams begins to present 
her opinion on which of the five options would work 
best. She picks up a model of her favorite version and 
says, "It has a mini-urban feeling." She tilts it, so 
everyone can see the minuscule hallway and cham- 
bers inside. "You lose some space," Adams says, 
twisting the tube around, pointing to what looks like a 



hallway, suspended between the first and second 
floors, "but you get this feeling of being inside a little 
town house." Of the five variations Adams presents 
for the habitat, four use the same basic configuration: 
two floors with a set of stairs connecting them and a 
long central hallway along the cylinder's axis. 

Only the fifth, lat>eled "C," has a hallway off-center, 
running along the cylinder's side like a corridor in an 
old European train. As with all the variations, the bed- 
rooms in C are on the top floor and the public areas — 
kitchen, living room, commander's office — are on the 
twttom. The off-center hall, though, creates a major 
perceptual shift in the habitat. The center of the tube, 
where the ceiling is highest, now contains the bed- 
rooms, allowing people to stand upright in their pri- 
vate quarters. Everyone is enthralled by the idea that 
the bedrooms can have high ceilings; it makes the 
tiny rooms seem much more comfortable. The off- 
center hall also creates a long, flat wall, providing the 
bedrooms on the other side with a good surface for 
cabinets and closets, features that are usually difficult 
to integrate in a cylinder. This could provide an 
escape from the relentless roundness of living in a 
tutie. Spending a year in a space with no flat surface, 
other than the floor, may add to friction among the 
crew. The off-center hall is not simply stylish; like the 
virtual window, it relieves psychological stress. 

Adams compares the hall to a street, connecting 
each little room. "There are stoops," she says, point- 
ing to the stairs in front of each door. "People can sit 
outside and hang out." 

Larry Toups, a NASA engineer, is pleased. He 
picks up the little model. "If you are going to eat up 
volume with a corridor, why not make it more of a 
street by putting storage out there? It'll free people to 
come out of their rooms," Toups says. 

Adams nods. "We can also manipulate the lighting 
so that it is bright in the east side and then bright in 
the west side at the end of the day," she says. She 
calls this a light plenum, because it simulates Earth's 
diurnal cycle. People in the room riff, getting into the 
mind-set of designing a little self-contained worid. 

"We can tie the lights in with sounds," Toups says. 
"Like birds." 

Paul Campbell, a Lockheed Martin contractor, 
muses about crew memt)ers dividing up into rival 
groups — would an even number be better than an 
odd number? 

"We may have a manied crew," Janis Connolly 
says. 

Several people giggle. "We can have a master 
suite," Adams says. She shovi/s how the walls tietween 
bedrooms can come dovm, creating room for two peo- 
ple to sleep together. People may couple up during the 
long mission. Flexible space, that crews can redesign 
after they've left Earth, is considered optimal for psy- 
chological well-being. It's another stress reliever. 

'The Ricky and Desi suite!" someone says sud- 
denly, laughing. "I mean Ricky and Lucy." 

or all the ALSTF team's struggle to design a 
safe, comfortable place for a Mars crew, there's 
no way to completely overcome the extraonJi- 
nary risk that each crew member will face. A three-year 
voyage to Mars will expose the people onboard to 
unprecedented and mysterious forms of danger. The 
greatest unknown of all is radiation. In deep space, 
beyond the shelter of the Earth's magnetosphere, 
which acts like a protective electric blanket, the crew 
vi/ill be bathed in what are called galactic cosmic rays, 
or GCRs. They are everywhere in the universe, and 
are life-killers. They are thought to be the ejecta from 
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billions of stars, a kind of cosmic effluvium of charged 
particles traveling througti space until they come into 
contact v^ith another atom, producing a tiny bit of 
destructive energy. In a sense, GCRs are an evolu- 
tionary constraint on life propagating in space, since 
exposed humans can lose their ability to have chil- 
dren, develop cancer, and maybe even go prema- 
turely senile. 

To protect the crew, the Mars spacecraft will require 
a vast, thick shield. The ALSTF team is looking at 
using water — the idea is to store the ship's water in a 
30-centimeter-thick layer betvi/een the outer and inner 
walls of the ship's hull. Incoming GCRs will annihilate 
themselves on the hydrogen atoms in the water, scien- 
tists think, keeping the crew safe from harm. A metal 
shield won't do; atoms in metal will fragment into lighter 
atoms, ricocheting into the ship like a small cluster 
bomb, harming ttie crew. NASA can predict fairly accu- 
rately how many GCRs will strike the ship, but they 
have very little klea of the biological damage that could 
be caused by GCRs that manage to penetrate the 
shield. Preliminary statistics have a margin of error of 
400 percent to 1 ,500 percent, which in mathematical 
terms is equivalent to saying, "We have no idea." 
Consequently, the estimated size of the shield varies, 
as does the cost, from $10- to $30 billion dollars. Since, 
according to NASA Director Dan Gddin, the overall 
mission is not supposed to cost more than $25 billion, 
NASA has two choices: build a thin shield and find a 
crew willing to accept the ambiguous risk of GCRs, or 
don't send people to Mars. 

One way to lessen the danger of exposure to GCRs 
is to select a much older Mars crew. Older astronauts 
have a shorter expected life span; there's less of a 
statistical chance they will die from cancer produced 



by GCRs. (The thinking goes as follows: If, say, 80 
percent of people exposed to GCRs will not develop 
cancer for 25 years, then a 50-year-old has less of a 
chance of dying from the mission than does a 
30-year-old.) Strangely, the symptoms of GCR expo- 
sure parallel the symptoms of aging. Studies per- 
formed by the Armed Forces Radiobiology Research 
Institute indicate that GCRs could produce brain 
"lesions," possibly leading to "degeneration and loss 
of function with the duration of a Mars mission." 
Affected astronauts will lose motor control and mem- 
ory. They'll stumble about, forgetting things. Sperm 
and ovaries will wither. As Dr. Helen Lane, a medical 
specialist at NASA, gruffly put it, "People going to 
Mars will not be having children." 

A lower risk of cancer isn't the only reason that 
an older crew is likely to set foot on Mars first. Older 
people, based on Antarctic studies of teams under 
intense pressure, also tend to get along better. They 
don't fight as much and seem more willing to reach 
consensus. They also fare better in the weightless- 
ness of space. People in excellent physical condition 
suffer greater degeneration of muscle and heart 
strength in space than people who are simply fit. A 
vivid recent example was Shanon Lucid. At 53, she 
spent 188 days in Mir, setting the cun-ent U.S. record. 
She shocked everyone by returning to Earth and 
briefly walking, in contrast to her two younger, male 
crewmates, who had to be carried out on stretchers. 

In science fiction, and at NASA, space exploration 
is sometimes justified as a necessary propagation of 
the species. The image is of seedpods, sent out to 
germinate on other worlds. Yet, the real metaphor of 
the Mars mission Is sterility. As one scientist points 
out, even the basic act of sex in space is pretty diffi- 



cult. When one is weightless, blood flows to the 
extremities of our hands, head, and feet, where it 
pools. Because blood flow is limpid, vigorous exercise 
is needed to get it circulating a bit and to stave off atro- 
phy; erections are difflcult to attain. Getting enough 
blood to flow into the penis is more difficult in space 
than on Earth. The same researcher speculated that 
female orgasms would tie hard to achieve as well, 
since the clitoris depends on blood flow to enlarge. 

I ask Adams whether it is folly to send a crew to 
Mars, when NASA knows so little about psychologi- 
cal ramifications and galactic cosmic rays. She says 
no, and points out that, even if they did know every- 
thing, going to Mars would still be so extraordinarily 
risky that in the end we'd have to just do it and hope 
the crew could handle the stress. "It's a very roman- 
tic thing. We're getting into the question of what is 
the primitive in man," she explains — what are the 
minimum requirements a person needs to stay 
alive, both physically and mentally? "And we have 
to respond to that in reasonable technical terms ' 
For her, it's a question of designing for the "alpha 
human," as she puts it. "There are no mess boys in 
the astronaut corps," she says, smiling. "There will 
be nobody interested in cooking." She compares a 
Mars mission to the uncertainty explorers have 
always faced. "We've got a lot more of an idea what 
it would entail going to Mars than the pioneers had 
going to California," she says, although she points 
out that on Mars, unlike the plains of Oregon, "you 
go outside the habitat and you explode." She laughs 
and becomes serious again. "This is the effort, 
whether it succeeds or fails, that will be the defini- 
tive effort of our time, centuries, and even millennia 
from now." • 
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D Mary Lou Lord 

Got No Shadow (SonyA/Vork Group) 

B Juliana Hatfield 

PleasB Do Not Disturb (Bar None) 

B Lisa Loeb 

Firecracker (Geffen) 

I've never entirely bought the argument 
that when alternative culture gets co- 
opted by the mainstream, the result is 
always disastrous. If an alternative is 
created because the mainstream sucks, 
and then the mainstream embraces a 
version (albeit watered down) of the 
alternative, isn't that at least better than 
what existed before? Real change 
doesn't occur until it is reflected in the 
marketplace, and to my mind, there's 
nothing cooler than the fact that they 
sell GIRLS rule! T-shirts in the juniors 
section of Kmart. 

And yet. if you care at all about the 
plight of the indie-rock songbird, there 
is no way to listen to these three records 
and not feel kind of empty inside. Not 
because they're unworthy: Got No 
Shadow and Please Do Not Disturb 
both contain some pretty compelling 
moments, and F/recracfcer isn't entirely 
without merit, though Loeb's talent is 
workaday at best. What's sad is that it 
doesn 't really matter whether or not 
these records are any good. 

The fact is, these are artists who 
have been gypped out of profiting from 
a moment they helped create and 
which, by rights, should have been 
theirs to enjoy. After ushering in the era 
of the girl with the guitar, they've been 
pushed aside like a supermodel on 
her 30th birthday in order to make room 
for more genetically reliable versions 
of themselves. 

It is worth pointing out that super- 
models don't have short careers 
because they no longer look young 
enough for the camera, but because 
they no longer look new enough for it. 
Likewise, Fiona Apple. Jewel, and 
Meredith Brooks all seem user-friendly 
because they come with no history, 
no discography, no context. Instead, 
they appear before us fully formed: 
hard, slick pop stars engineered to 
come off ever so edgy, like characters 
out of a William Gibson novel. As with 
the Spice Girls, they all have a shtick: 
Fiona is the sexy-damaged-goods girt; 
Jewel is the New Age lived-in-a-van 
giri; and Meredith Brooks is the l-heart- 
being-a-bitch! girl. You can pick a 
favorite, but you're basically getting the 
same thing. 
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Lost girts; Juliana Hatfield, frowning: Mary Lou 
Lord, smiting: Lisa Loeb. delirious. 



This reality is not lost on Lisa 
Loeb. In her self-authored press 
package, she writes: "For every 
album that comes out, there's 
an overly dramatic bio to go with 
it. I don't think I can tell any sto- 
ries about how I lived in a van in 
Alaska. I grew up in Dallas. I 
grew up in a house. I had my 
own bedroom for most of the 
time, too." 

Meeeow! Putting aside the 
fact that this statement tells you 
all you need to know about what 
kind of girl Lisa Loeb was in high 
school, it contains a grain of truth. 
Record companies don't know 
what to do with talented, smart 
indie girls with guitars (witness 
the delay of Liz Phair's third 
album), and in recent years, too 
many worthy young things have 
fallen through the cracks. Prob- 
lem is, Loeb was a bit of a pale 
indie-imitation from the start: like her 
debut Tails, Firecracker is underwhelm- 
ing and middlebrow, overproduced and 
pointlessly moody. 

Hatfield, on the other hand, has 
turned her frustration into something 
approaching art. "Sellout," the first track 
on Please Do Not Disturb, makes one of 
the more succinct statements to date 
regarding the mootness of the art vs. 
commerce debate. "It's not a sellout if 
nobody buys it," she sings, "I can't be 



blamed if notxxjy likes it." And she should 
know; before Please. Hatfield recorded 
two albums for Atlantic (after leaving her 
band the Blake Babies), neither of which 
sold particulariy well. As a major-label 
artist, Hatfield — defensive and inward, 
neither rocker chick nor sensitive girl — 
never quite found herself, and this EP 
is suffused with all the bitterness and 
defeat that one might expect under such 
circumstances. 

Mary Lou Lord's career has followed 



a somewhat slower trajectory. Best 
known for her fan-boyish obsessions 
(Peter Laughner, the Bevis Frond's 
Nick Salomon), Lord is a likable, sweet- 
voiced indie-rock romantic: she's also 
an astoundingly unprolific songwriter, 
which is okay, because it's fun just to 
hear what she chooses to cover. First- 
time listeners will be charmed by Got 
No Stiadow (her debut full-length), but 
anyone who has heard Lord's previous 
singles and EPs may find it a bit tedious; 
too many tracks are reworkings of 
songs she's recorded before. Her label 
is planning the proverbial "big push," 
and since they're the same folks who 
worthed Fiona Apple for close to a year 
before she hit, who knows? But Lord 
doesn't quite fit the bill — her persona 
isn't outsized enough, her confidence 
too shaky. 

I saw Lord perform recently. Though 
several hundred fans who called 
requesting tickets were turned away, 
the club was only half-full. The record 
company apparently bought out the 
room and invited a bunch of industry 
no-shows, which was just as well. 
The set was endless and dismal, punc- 
tuated by frequent guitar retunings 
and constant apologies. "She seems 
like such a sad little anachronism," a 
friend scrawled on her cocktail napkin. 
Then, smiling, she twisted the knife. 
"Jewel means never having to say 
you're sorry. " KiM fdance 
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B Black Grape 
Stutpid, Stupid, Stupid 

(Radioactive) 

Shaun Ryder should thank his lucky 
stars that there are two meanings to 
the word "funky." As with so many 
British faux btackmen, what he lacks in 
soulfulness he makes up for in general 
stinkiness. At one point in the band's 
rambling long-form video, The Grape 
Tapes, one of his (actually black) rap- 
pers claims that Ryder has "the worst- 
smelling feet in the world." And the MC 
sounds appreciative. 

Black Grape are a sprawling, poetic 
mess, like the swamp of circuitry that 
lies behind every wall panel in the film 
Brazil. Ryder can't sing, he can't play an 
instrument, he's fat and ugly, but he can 
talk for hours about Loch Ness soil sam- 
ples and how they look like computer 
disks. A foot soldier in the army of 
George Clinton and Al Jourgensen, he 
brings his cockeyed expertise to bear 
on a funk ensemble that never fails to 
slobber all over the groove. 

Obviously, Ryder needs songs to 
make his blubbery bouncings truly 
dance. It's Great When You're 
Straight . .Yeah, the admirably surreal 
1995 album that revived the ex-Happy 
Mondays leader's career, actually had 
four or five, featuring huge choruses 



with drunken puns such as "Jesus was 
a black man / No, Jesus was Batman," 
and percolating out-of-beat bongos that 
sounded like acid jazz but never mel- 
lowed into tedium. Whatever the drugs 
were (on Grape Tapes, Ryder rates his 
"Top of the Rocks" narcotic cocktails), 
they were definitely working. 

Stupid. Stupid, Stupid follows the end- 
less tour of promotion and self-celebration 
generated by that last album's huge suc- 
cess in the U.K., where the pub-crawling 
Ryder is a national mascot. Unsurprisingly, 
the tunes are almost an afterthought this 
time. Only "Dadi Waz a Badi" and "Tell 
Me Something" capture the manic pop 
thrill of It's Great; the rest sound like the 
end result of a bunch of wasted guys 
pent up together for way too long. Which 
may tie why most of these tracks revolve 
around mundanities about women ("Why 
you say yes when you mean no?"). A 
soul cover of Frederick Knight's "Lonely" 
is lovely, but aren't such reworkings 
exactly what the Stones do wrtien they 
njri out of material? And the Sambo 
album cover tempts me to advocate a 
boycott altogether. Even so, as Ryder 
mewls "everybody's throwing rocks in 
my bed," savoring the multiple mean- 
ings, it's hard not to want to buy him 
arrather round and keep the dope alive. 

ERICWEISBARD 

B Victoria Williams 

Musings of a Creekc/jpper (Atlantic) 
While the rest of us are building up for 
the winter of our discontent, Victoria 
Williams is still sleepwalking barefoot 
through a midsummer night's dream. 
That the dewy, enchanted Musirtgs of a 
Creekdipper hits the stores in the middle 
of El Nino is ironic, because Williams is 
a weather giri from another planet. With 
her exquisitely elfin voice, she posts dis- 
patches from some fairyland where God 
is always on your side and the wind Is 
your friend. 

"I don't subscribe to newspapers," 
she confesses In "Last Word." Well, no 
kidding. If you're seeking escape from 
the less-than-whimsical workings of a 
democracy in action, then Williams is 
for you. It's too bad she named her 
previous, peppier album Loose, because 




that's a perfect description for this 
batch of folksy, ambling arrangements. 
Williams, who's been living with multiple 
sclerosis and Los Angeles for years, 
has more right than most to indulge in 
pessimism and negation. But this is a 
woman who has covered "What a 
Wonderful Worid" and meant it. She 
remains on the lookout for everyday 
magic, and this album runneth over 
with appreciation for nature's simple 
gifts. Titles such as "Tree Song," "Hum- 
mingbird," and "Periwinkle Sky" have 
more to do with her lush Louisiana past 
than her current address in Apoca- 
lypse, U.S.A. 

Listening to Williams sing bamyard 
lullabies such as "Kashmir's Com" can 
be alienating if it's been awhile since you 
got caught up in Charlotte 's Web. When 
she claims, "I wouldn't trade the shad- 
ows dancing on the hill for anything." you 
believe her, even if you think that asking 
to trade up for something more than 
shadows might be okay. Asking for too 
much — in her words and her sound — is 
strictly prohibited. She's unapologetic 
about her lazy pace and sappy disposi- 
tion, spinning take-it-or-leave-it tales of 
cozy cabins and pretty clouds. 

I don't know if Victoria JWilliams lives 
in a dream worid or a J. Crew ad, but 
there's sappy, and then there's freaky- 
sappy. Williams is an adept of the latter, 
and her wide-eyed love-ins work, best 
when they're peculiar or downright 
weird. There's only one way a practical, 
angst-ridden newspaper reader can 
react to her obstinate optimism; shock. 

SARAH VOWELL 

□ AC/DC 

Bonffre (EastWest) 
Forget, for a moment, everything that 
normally comes to mind when you think 
of AC/DC: regulation guitar solos, black 
schoolfcxjy suits, big balls, American 
thighs, and choking to death on your 
own vomit. What you're left with is the 
most undeniable dance band that heavy 
metal has ever huried up. 

While Aerosmith at their classic best 
got busy with the funky beats, AC/DC 
did the four-to-the-floor disco thing 
without even trying. Just listen to "You 
Shook Me All Night Long" and the way 
the drums go boom th-wacldboom 
th-wack as singlemindedly as any 
Donna Summer anthem. Even the 
monster riffs for which these Aussies 
are famous are more percussive than 
melodic, and let's not forget the Studio 
54 feel of song titles such as "Let Me 
Put My Love Into You." It's no wonder 
Rick Rubiri was obsessed with AC/DC 
while producing Run-D.M.C.'s Raising 



Hell and the Beastie Boys' Licensed to 
III: This is dance music for txjys who 
claim they hate dance music. 

It's the band's swinging '70s era that 
is the focus of AC/DC's first box set, a 
tribute to their late singer Bon Scott 
{Bonfire, get it?), wtio officially drank 
himself to death In 1980. Often as tight 
onstage as in the studio, AC/DC include 
three CDs of unreleased live material 
(the promo-only Live from the Atlantic 
Studios album and the soundtrack to the 
concert film Let There Be Rock), the 
classic Back in Black album in its entirety, 
and a fifth disc of demo versions, TV 
appearances, and Scott sound bites ("I 
feel like a ten-year-old pair of shoes that 
hasn't had a retread!"). And what better 
salute to a dead alcoholic than a promo 
bottle opener? 

Ultimately, what you hear on Bonfire 
is the link between mainstream metal, 
disco, and punk self-destruction, a for- 
mula that has obviously been studied by 
such beat-intensive bands as Guns N' 
Roses and Prodigy. Like the latter's 
rave'n'rock move The Fat of the Land, 
Bonfire rises and falls on its rhythms. 




Eariy on, AC/DC were as rigorous as 
any funk band but once they imbibed a 
shot of stadium-size fame the sonics 
started to bloat and blur (see Lef There 
Be Rock). Not even Isaac Hayes would 
have subjected us to 1 3 minutes of "Bad 
Boy Boogie." BARRY waiters 

□ Various Artists 

VC/assic (Ultra/Konkrete Jungle) 

For most drum'n'bass fans, "wicked" isn't 
just slang for "good." These days, the 
music is teeming with totally evil sounds. 
Such machine malevolence signifies a 
bleak Orwellian future, but it cari also get 
a little corny. As any fan of old sci-fi 
movies will tell you, there's nothing quite 
so ridiculous as a vision of the future from 
the past. Or, in the case of newness- 
obsessed drum'n'bass, the past of six 
months ago. Daricside 1 2-incries filled 
with ominous sound effects and scary 
monsters already sound a bit dated. 



104 SPIN 




One of the coolest things about V 
Classic, Volume 1 is the way it delivers 
the shock of the new without resorting 
to future schlock. The jams are just as 
brutal as those on other essential com- 
pilations of late — Torque (No U Turn) 
and Grooverider Presents: The Prototype 
Years (Sony) — but there Is also some- 
thing more classic that underlies the skit- 
tering percussion and stemum-thumping 
bass. As haunted as deep blues and as 
hard as Gang of Four, these tracks feel 
timeless. 

The V Recordings crew (Roni Size, 
DJ Krust, DJ Die, label heads Bryan 
Gee and Jumping Jack Frost) all hail 
from Bristol, England, home of Porlis- 
head and Massive Attack, and they 
share a predilection for moody, 
abstract music. DJ Krust's "Maintain," 
a restless stream of sweaty fractals, 
twist-and-crawl bass bleeps, and 
weary, soulful vocals, is the album's 
most gorgeous moment. If the clicks 
and whirts of human thought — split- 
second decisions, agonizing dilemmas, 
memories both painful and sweet — 
could be recorded, they would sound 
like this. 

The V crew treat drum'n'bass as 
shattered jazz, a funk of imperfection. 
The cool Hammond chords of DJ 
Knjst's 'Blaze Dis One" recall jazz 
organist Jimmy Smith as surely as the 
intermittent, stand-up bass bytes in 
Goldie's "The Calling" dream of a bebop 
for the information age. On "The Reck- 
oning," dark jungle pioneer Ray Keith 
reconfigures drum breaks like no one 
since Gene Krupa. One of these brief 
solos isn't composed of a paradiddle or 
a roll, but a starts, speaker-shredding 
"moo" that sounds like a mutated human 
chuckle (the ghost in the machine?). 
While most techstep proffers a spooky- 
ooky future in which man is overwhelmed 
by his machines and his own machina- 
tions, the V crew make music which 
already sounds overrun with flawed 
human emotion. (Ultra/Konkrete Jungle, 
588 Broadway, Suite 1003, New Yoric. 
NY 10012) PATBLASHILl 



BJay-Z 

In My Lifetime, Vol. 1 

(Roc-A-Fella/Def Jam) 

It Is a rare record indeed that makes one 
fully appreciate the genius of Puffy 
Combs, but In My Lifetime is just such 
an animal. Recently touted by XXL as 
the "Best MC Alive" — a title with a tragi- 
cally crucial third word — Brooklyn playa 
Jay-Z makes a very calculated bid to 
cross over from props to pop and bring 
the prodigious rhyme skills of his debut 
Reasonable Doubt to the heights where 
the Notorious B.I.G. once dwelled. 
Sadly, without the barn-size hooks and 
spari<ling dumbness of the Puffy gestalt, 
selling out just isn't much fun. 

Combs, Teddy Riley, and several 
other producers supply Jay-Z with the 
well-trodden beats and stupendously 
obvious pop samples that make for 
Platinum rap, but without one sure, 
guiding vision, the Combs blueprint 




comes off as either mundane or embar- 
rassing. Exhibit A is the tenderiy melod- 
ic "Lucky Me," complete with keening 
strings and cooing singer, in which the 
lyricist laments, "Mo Money Mo Prob- 
lems'-style, the agonies of being rich 
and famous. Exhibit B is the remake of 
the beloved Glenn Frey chestnut "You 
Belong to the City," which proves that 
not every mid-'80s radio hit can tje the 
bomb in '98. 

Jay-Z is tnjiy a nuclear physicist of 
playa rhymes, and there are moments of 
fun in his deft Big Willie-isms ("Groupies 
I leave 'em all fucked / Niggas all struck / 
Your single was 99 cents / Mine was 
four bucks"), but for the most part, these 
are raps in search of meaty ideas or dis- 
tinctive charm — skills without pleasure. 
You know something is amiss when Too 
Short's mike technique steals the show; 
on "Real Niggaz," Short's charming, 
down-to-earth flow overshadovra Jay- 
Z's steely precision. It's a shame, 
because soon after this 1 1th (!) song, 
Jay-Z proves himself worth the hype: 
"Where I'm From" is a tour de force slum 
rap on a par with Naughty by Nature's 
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"Ghetto Bastard." The rapper's vivid 
detail and rueful quips ("I'm frorr the 
place wtiere the church is flakiest / Nig- 
gas been praying to God so long that 
ttiey atheist") are backdropped by subtle, 
city-sound ambience. And the closing 
"You Must Love Me," a conflicted, 
unsentimental apology to wronged family 
members, is very nearly profound. 

Smooth street rhymes and cold-eyed 
observation may not move units like 
they used to, but they're clearly Jay-Z's 
forte. Too bad Big Willies aren't satisfied 
with modest seven-figure sales. 

CHRIS NORRIS 

□ The Need 

The Need (Chainsaw) 

□ Komputer 

The World of Tomorrow {Mule) 

B Mocket 

Fanfare (K) 

Now that the illustrious electronica age 
is upon us, nobody wants to be stuck 
in an unhygienic rock band anymore — 
everybody wants to te Kraftwerk. There 
are no instruments to learn (only com- 
puters), no sweaty-armpit smell, and 
since everything's preprogrammed, 
no stage fright. An overall low-stress 
situation! Lately even a few rock-type 
humanoids with actual songs are plug- 
ging into the same antique analog 
equipment that Gary Numan, Telex, 
and Mi-Sex got binary with 18 geophys- 
ical years ago. Sounding like a cyborg 
is suddenly hip again. 




On Komputer's The World of Tomor- 
row, synthetically doctored monotone 
voices obsess on lady cosmonauts and 
automated factories. Sad-but-sweet 
Kraftwert< minimalism (circa "Neon 
Lights") conjures a chugging Utopia of 
high-speed commuter monorails 
packed with weary George Jetson 
clones retuming home to the space 
suburbs. As they rap gently over planet- 
rocking t)eats and against up-the-dovm- 
escalator Stockhausen symphonies, it's 



hard to believe that this trio of techni- 
cians earned their music degrees in 
England, not Germany or Japan. Their 
prettiest song has just two discernible 
words: "Bill Gates Bill Gates Bill Gates 
Bill Gates. .." 

Both the Need and Mocket are loud- 
er — and if you come from Olympia, 
Washington, and have at least two girls 
in your band (Mocket also have one 
boy), even clanky keyt)oard gadgetry 
can't preclude Sleater-Kinney compar- 
isons. Both records run less than 25 
minutes, rarely decelerating and aver- 
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aging two minutes per track. Peaks 
come whenever the guitars let up and 
some nervously twitching physics-nerd 
nasality peeks through. Homages to 
caller-IDs and mail bombs on Mocket's 
1 996 Bior^ic Parts were fairiy audible, 
but on Fanfare their double-timed "Tom 
Sawryer" noisiness drowns out Audrey 
Manx's flailing wail, not to mention the 
odes to Morse code and Switched-On 
Bach transsexual Walter/ Wendy Car- 
los. Still, these patch-chord punks are 
relentless: Imagine Voivod's nuclear 
grind compacted into paranoid-android 
pop-muzik as dizzy as David Bowie's 
"TVC 15." 

Former Sleater-Kinney labelmates 
the Need are even more fanciful, a 
snariing '903 update of '80s techno- 
pop's blinded-by-science update of '60s 
Farfisa-rock. Their EP ends by quoting 
the Five Stairsteps' "Ooh Child," but 
their squall's closest precedent might be 
the oddball, 1979 new-wave angles of 
forgotten proto-grn-l squealers Kleenex 
and Essential Logic. Over guitarist 
Radio Sloan's half-learned AOR crunch, 
organist/drummer/Devo-diva Rachel 
Carns adds cartoon circus effects to up- 
up-and-away rubber-duckie Lene Lovich 
hiccups. The lyrics ("Put on your dick") 
and liner notes ("Roll wears a strap-on") 
touch a bit on rubber toys as well, so the 
Need needn't worry about all work/no 
play making them dull robots. (Chain- 
saw, P.O. Box 1151, Olympia, WA 
98507; K, P.O. Box 7154, Olympia, WA 
98507) CHUCK EDDY 
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1997 ALL ON ONE ALBUM 



B Robbie Fulks 

SouU) Mouth (Bloodshot) 

□ Cheri Knight 
TTie Northeast Kingdom 

(E-Squared) 

Some country "insurgents' have a 
hymnljook, and some don't. Shielding 
their ears from the pap-istry of modern 
Nashville, these purists like their hillbilly 
saints antique, and the music they make 
pays tribute. Other artists also venerate 
the same dusty names — from Buck 
Owens to Merie Haggard and back 
again — but create wori< that's completely 
personal. They're singer/songwriters 
who just happen to sound country. 

Robbie Fulks comes from the catholic 
school, and South Mouth proves this 
cranky formalist can easily handle any 
form in the genre. He shuffles skillfully 
between a 4/4 ("Goodbye, Good 
Lookin' '), faux murder ballads ("South 
Richmond Giri"), and Louvin/Everty har- 
monies. He can flat pick it, too, and even 
croon like one of those hat-head "fag- 
gotls]" he feels the need to lambaste. A 
little to the left with acerbic lyrics, a little 
to the right with retro stylings, Fulks is 
good enough to validate the whole con- 
trarian enterprise. And after teaching 
folk and bluegrass in a Chicago school 
for 12 years, his songwrtting is crisp 
enough to get a cut in Nashville if he 
wanted. Of course, he doesn't. Fulks's 
creed dictates that he must steadfastly 
fulminate against Nashville. Soufh 
Mouth's "Fuck This Town" is a sharp, 
funny, frat-corn sing-along, but why 
bother? If today's mainstream wants 
LeAnn Rimes doing Debby Boone, let 
'em have it. And what does Rob mean 
by "soft-rock feminist crap," anyway? 

Cheri Knight would never say "faggot 
in a hat," and she left a lot of yee-ha 
behind with her old band, the Blood 
Oranges. On The Northeast Kingdom. 
she heads right into a rich weave of 
rootsy introspection without stopping to 
wonder what's country. Knight's lack of 
an agenda even allows her to enter the 
heart of darkness itself — she recorded 
Kingdom in Music City with local leg- 




ends Steve Earte and Ray Kennedy (the 
"Twangtrust"), who've both had Top 10 
country hits, despite sinful pasts. 

Knight doesn't worry hick cred, even 
though she raises flowers in the Beri<- 
shires. For her, the Hatfield feud isn't 
Appalachian legend, it's her tiometown's 
ancient war with the neighbors (on "The 
Hatfield Side," she even makes this 
dumb spat sound noble). Her voice con- 
vincingly effectless amid the album's 
swiri of fiddle, mandolin, Beetles riffs, 
and Crazy Horse guitars. Knight simply 
sings what she knows and what she 
suspects, right down to the flower petals. 
(E-Squared, 1815 Division St., Ste. 101, 
Nashville, TN 37203; Bloodshot, 912 W. 
Addison, Chicago, IL 60613-4339) 

MARKSCHONE 

B Nusrat Fateh Ali Khan & 
Michael Brook: Remixed 

star Rise (Real World/Caroline) 
First time I heard Natalie Cole sing that 
duet with her dead papa, I knew this 
remixing business was onto some Faus- 
tian shit: Give a DJ a computer and 
some master tapes and she'll give you 
musical immortality. Since he was both a 
spiritual and practical man, Nusrat Fateh 
Ali Khan surely understood this transac- 
tion when he began offering his voice up 
to the loop crew. 

It wasn't always easy — on 1991's 
Magic Touch, Bally Sagoo led the mae- 
s\ro into cheesy acid jazz, and when 
making Mustt Mustt, producer/Eno pro- 
t^6 Michael Brook inadvertently turned 
the singer's Sufi poetry into gibberish 
with a few errant vocal edits. But Khan 
stayed the course, detemnined to send 
his message of ecstatic love wortdwide. 
and the result is that you'll probably hear 
him chanting "jhooie jhoole lal' in Asian- 
diaspora dancehalls until hell deferen- 
tially freezes over. 

So don't sneer at Star Rise as a quick 
cash-in on the great singer's death last 
August. In fact, the record was mostly 
completed by then, and features wort< 
by the best of the Anglo-Asian under- 
ground — DJs and musicians who grew 
up with Khan the way first-wave hip- 
hoppers did with, say, Barry White. That 
said, these remixes are a grab bag. 
Indi-ravers Joi lead with some stomping, 
multi-tracked psychedelia: Aki Nawaz 
gives Khan the ethno-industrial, monster- 
dub treatment; and Nitin Sawhney rolls 
an ambient drum'n'bass joint that sends 
the singer careening through space like 
some holy asteroid. 

Since the source material for these 
remixes — collatorations with Brook — 
were fusions themselves, there's no strict 
tradition to revere. But some tracks try 
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NOTORIOUS B.I.G. -"Hypnotize" 
WU-TANG CLAN -"Triumph" 
BONE THUGS-N-HARMONY-~look Into My Eyez" 
EPMO -"Da Joint" 
PUFF OADDY (FEATURING MASE) -"Can't Nobody Hold Me Oown" 
MASTER P -"Bout it. Bout It" 
MOBB DEEP-"Hen On Earth" 
SCARFACE-"Mary Jane" 
FOXY BROWN (FEATURING DRU HILL) -"Big Bad Mama" 
NAS, FOXY BROWN. AZ. & NATURE - "Firm Biz" 
WESTSlOE CONNECTION -"Bow Down" 
flEOMAN-"Whateva Man" 
OUTKAST -"Elevators" 
LIL'KIMfiLIL' CEAS -"Crush On You" 
FOXY BROWN a JAY-Z-"I'U Be" 
WYCIEF JEAN AND THE REFUGEE ALL-STARS - "We Trying To Stay Alive" 
IL COOl J -"Phenomenon" 
CRUCIAL CONFLICT -"Hay" 

AVAILABLE IN RECORD STORES EVERYWHERE 

On Sale At All Camelot Stores CRAAQpfF^?*^''^^ 



to reclaim one: Talvin Singh's sparse 
"My Heart. My Life" replaces the original's 
West African kora with Indian santoor, 
and Blad^ Star Liner's post-bhangra "My 
Comfort Remains" trades trip-hop kit 
drums for tablas and a funky Hindi 
bassline. At times, as on "My Heart. My 
Life," this reverence holds the remixers 
back; it's ironic that the set's freakiest 
mix might be its most spiritually faithful. 
With "Taa Deem," the Asian Dub Foun- 
dation (who will probably join Corner- 
shop and Talvin Singh on the crossover 
front lines shortly) unleash a cyber-punk 
qawwali dancehall assault that calls 
down all the sonic ecstasy Khan devot- 
ed his life to channeling. The master 
might not have dug it, but he surely 
would have understood. wiu hermes 




□ Modest Mouse 

The Lonesome Crowded West 

(Up) 

Modest Mouse are products of Issaquah, 
Washington, a Seattle pseudo-sutxjrb 
marred by chain-store inertia and a gen- 
erally desultory atmosphere. As a result, 
this young postpunk trio is absortied by 
a peculiariy American kind of kinellness — 
a strip-mall ennui fueled by watery Slush- 
ies and sugar highs. Modest Mouse's 
wiW-eyed aches and pains, their six- and 
seven-minute start-stop opuses speak of 
a place where there are plenty of free- 
ways to drive but nowhere to go. 

Highways are, of course, one kind of 
escape, and their appeal to Modest 
Mouse singer/guitarist Isaac Brock was 
obvious from the band's debut. This Is a 
Long Drive for Someone With Nothing 
to Think About, and the follow-up EP, 
Interstate 8. On this record's "Truckers 
Atlas," "Out of Gas," and "Long Distance 
Drunk," Brock comes around to the 
Image of the road again and again like a 
man who can't find his own exit. The 
music is somewhat familiar: crisp Pixies 
guitar, the tuneful caterwauling of fellow 
indie travelers Lync, the artful sprawl of 
Built to Spill. But as the band's riffs build 
and loop like some endless interstate 
exchange, they uniquely echo the white 



noise of the road, with stuttering drum- 
beats that sound like a pickup truck dri- 
ving over railroad tracks. 

Though Brock's sense of space may 
be definitively Western, his lyrics are 
studiously generic — he speaks in the 
language of food courts and super- 
stores: "Let's all have another Orange 
Julius," he sings in the thumping opener 
("Teeth Like God's Shoeshine"), lament- 
ing that "the malls are the soon-to-be 
ghost towns." Modest Mouse's songs 
aren't about traveling Kerouac's asphalt 
freedom trails; they're stuck on disorient- 
ingly repetitive turnpikes where corporate- 
sponsored rest stops steal away any 
notion of distance. The music winds 
around itself — part indie howl, part 
strummy, stammering pop — creating a 
fleeting illusion that's almost as good as 
actually getting someplace. As Brock 
sings on "Cowboy Dan": "Every time you 
think you're walking / You're Just moving 
the ground." (Up, P.O. Box 21 328, Seat- 
He, WA 981 11-3328) ANAMARIECOX 

□ Various Artists 
The Philly Sound 

(Epic/Legacy) 

White rockers looking to get funked-up 
or souled-out have long sought aedibility 
at the perceived extremes of blackness — 
Funkadelic, gangsta rap. free jazz — 
where harsh Amerikkkan reality seems 
to be authentically reflected. But all the 
while, the diverse beauty and smooth- 
ness of black musical expression has 
confounded essentialist outsiders. Try 
to find a single honky mall-rat or indie- 
rock grad who owns a Babyface CD — 
he's more likely to have a Master P 
tattoo. Babyface, Jodeci, et al., are slick, 
for sure, but that doesn't mean they're 
not "real." 

To hear slickness wori< look no further 
than Philly forefathers Kenny Gamble 




and Leon Huff. Throughout the '70s, the 
songwriter/producer duo operated a 
high-performance hit factory that^ften 
out-funked the rawer competition and 
reached near-Motown output levels. 
Artists such as Harold Melvin & the Blue 
Notes, the Intruders, and the O'Jays 
stormed the charts with orchestral 
an-angements full of soaring hooks and 
topical lyrics, saturating the ainvaves with 
the best Philly product that you couldn't 
spread on a bagel (or that wouldn't high- 
stick you when you crossed the blue line). 

Like Berry Gordy and his Motown 
minions. Gamble and Huff were original 
soul entrepreneurs. While saccharine 
orchestration once may have represented 
efforts by black musicians to buy "class" 
they already owned (from Chariie Pari<er 
to Jackie Wilson), Philadelphia Interna- 
tional pulled their own strings, deploying 
symphonies on their own terms. Gamble 
and HufTs rich an'angements could, of 
course, make for nonpareil baby-making 
music, but they could also fit like a velvet 
glove on iron-fisted jams such as the 
O'Jays' "For the Love of Money" or Billy 
Paul's "Am I Black Enough for You." 

Source of the Soul Train theme — 
MFSB's "TSOP (The Sound of Philadel- 
phia)" — the Philly Sound also shaped 
disco. Latin breakdowns and funk 
shakedowns fueled the engine, but 
Gamble and HufTs surging grooves and 
dramatic arrangements provided the 
streamlined chassis. Still, while disco 
(and later, house) would be unimagin- 
able without Philly Soul, those eras wit- 
nessed the label's creative demise — 
something the last disc of this set cap- 
tures as only the last disc of a box set 
can. Struggling for a place in the frag- 
mented mariietplace, Philly's sweet ide- 
alism grew hokey, laying the foundation 
for current Philly cheese-whizzes Boyz 
II Men. But that shouldn't obscure yes- 
terday's classics, just as the constant 
search for exotic street cred shouldn't 
obscure the soul food sitting right in 
front of you. Eat your strings, they're 
good for you. ROB MICHAELS 

□ Bugs 

Infinite Syndrome (Ubiquity) 

□ Air 

Moon Safari (Source/Caroline) 

While jungle and house DJ/producers 
set diva samples scurrying with drone- 
like efficiency through a hive of beats, 
trip-hoppers David Biegel and Andrew 
Jervis (a.k.a. Bugs) step back to a time 
when dance music still treated its singers 
like queen bees. 

Infinite Syndrome, Bugs' debut album, 
is a savvy distillation of the current Bay 




Area club scene, where acts like Mephis- 
to Odyssey, Hardkiss, and Bassbin 
Twins use whatever's at hand to get the 
party started right, genre boundaries be 
damned. So Biegel and Jervis find 
countless ways of presenting female 
voices — ^ike Timbaland, they could 
teach the Babyfaceless hordes a trick or 
two. Terra Deva, the singer/lyricist on 
"Wrapped Up," doesn't break any the- 
matic ground, but her voice moves 
Ihrillingly; one minute she's trapped 
under glass, the next the room grows 
humid as her breath pulses through the 
speakers. She leaps from little-giri whis- 
per to sullen protest, and the music shUls 
too, from swelling synths to lonely finger 
snaps. Even "Oracle," singer Christiane 
Crawford's attempt to get a little Hair-y 
by singing about "mystic revelations," 
goes dovm smoothly. On "At>out You," 
Storm Large duets with her own multi- 
tracked vocals — at one point sounding 
like Heart's Ann Wilson clamping down 
on the third syllable of "ban-acuda." 

Air's Moon Safari isn't so earthbound. 
As the title suggests, this French duo 
offers up a sort of weightless trip-hop 
exoficlsm. But rather than pillage the 
usual African or Brazilian sources, Nico- 
las Godin and Jean Benoit Dunckel — 
tubas and Moogs in hand — travel deep 
into the cheesy heart of whiteness, 
cannibalizing Muzak, Italian sound- 
tracks, and lounge. In the middle of "Ce 
Matin LS," they even threaten to segue 
into Paul Anka's "Times of Your Life." 
Unlike Stereolab, who always trot out 
avant-rock moves that protest no-no to 
their weakness for yeh-yeh. Air's digital 
chamber music is presented without 
irony. In this topsy-turvy dreamworid, 
the duo's singing is vocoderized into 
mechanical anonymity, but guest vocal- 
ist Beth Hirsch gets to sing right into the 
mike, milking "All I Need" and "You 
Make It Easy" for all the pathos they're 
worth. Which is heartening — in electron- 
ica's wild kingdom, it's rare to hear the 
boys gracefully blend in with their envi- 
ronment while the giris bare their stingers. 
(Ubiquity, 54 Washburn St., San Fran- 
cisco, CA 94103) JEFF SALAMON 
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Meet the Mutants 




Brazil's pop bomb squad do the samba on Strawberry Fields 



collaborations that also appeared on the 
duo's manifesto-like Tropicalia ou Panis 
at Circensis ( Tropicalia or Bread and 
Circuses), which was released the 
same year. But the fuzzstomi guitars, 
vaudeville vocals. "Penny Lane" trum- 
pets, and "Strawberry Fields" fake fade- 
outs only sound weirder amid the 
record's Woco drumming (from north- 
eastern Brazil), funky sambas, and 
operatic brujeria juju. Os Mutantes took 
to heart the tropicalist imperative 
of mixing all aspects of Brazilian culture — 
urban and rural, savage and sophisti- 
cated, native and foreign — into some- 
thing politically radk^al, artistically strange, 
and personally transforming. 

Contrary to received wisdom, the 
band's collective txjmb didn't drop with 
Os Mutantes and their 1 969 follow-up, 
Mutantes. Their subsequent albums — 
1 970's A Divina Com6dia ou Ando Meio 
Desligado [The Divine Comedy or I'm 
Not Paying Attention], 1 971 s Jardim 
ElMrico [Electric Garden], and 1972's 
Mutantes e Seus Cometas no Pais do 
Baurets [Mutants and their Comets in 
the Country of Baurets] — cooked up an 
increasingly individual and eclectic fei- 
joada of a sound that mimicked and 
timelessly mutated a truly incredible 
array of Western and Brazilian styles. 

The Baptista brothers, in a supposed 
fit of mactx>-itis, allegedly kicked Rita Lee 
out of the band in 1973 (and recorded a 
1992 comeback, 0 ">l"e o "Z"[The "A" 
and the T], without her). She did fine, 
thanks, and went on to become one of 
Brazil's preeminent vocal stars. Amaldo 
formed the eccentric Patruiha de Espa- 
cio (Space Patrol], and continues to 
paint and release records even as cards 
reportedly slide from his mental deck. 
Sergio has developed into Brazil's most 
beloved guitar hero, recording with Airto 
Moreiro, Phil Manzanera, and even Rita 
Lee. No tribute albums, comeback 
tours, or ghostwritten symphonies have 
yet been announced. Richard gehr 



Os Mutantes, the first Third Wortd 
rock'n'roll band, appeared in Brazil just 
in time to reinvent the real thing. Fomied 
in 1966, the Mutantes' sound not only 
piggybacked on the Beatles' gk>rious 
pop experiments but also on the brainy 
poetics of the Tropicalia exploskin led by 
Caetano Veloso, Gilberto Gil, and Tom 
Z6. The band's original lineup — Ameri- 
can-bom singer Rita Lee, keyboardist/ 
bassist Amaldo Dias Baptista, his gui- 
tar-playing brother Sergio — insisted 
they were mere "kindergartners" among 
those heavyweights. But the five albums 
they released between 1968 and their 
1973 breakup are as musically ambitious 
and out-and-out blissful as pop music 
ever got — a testament I make unre- 
servedly while groking less than half of 
their slangy Portuguese. 

Out of print due to Amaldo Baptista's 
alleged technophobia, Mutantes tapes 
floated around punk-rock circles thanks 
to former White Flag bassist Pat Fear, 
whose sister studied in Brazil during the 
late '60s; fan Kurt Cobain even tried, 
and failed, to get Mutantes to regroup 
and join Nirvana's Brazilian tour. Fear 
and Cobain knew a great tune when 
they heard it, but they also undoubtedly 
appreciated Mutantes' do-it-yourself 
desire to turn a scene inside out. The 
Mutantes catalog, which was recently 
reissued by Polydor Brazil, Is available 
at select stores, including San Francis- 
co's Aquarius Records [(415) 647- 
2272], as well as New York City's Other 
Music [(212) 477-8150] and Rockit Sci- 
entist [(212) 242-0066] 

Recorded in 1968 as Brazil entered 
a military dictatorship, Os Mutantes' 
self-titled debut drools with fey pop psy- 
chedelia seemingly reconstituted from 
scratch. Four of their songs are Veloso 
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THE NEW SINGLE PRODUCED BY THE ARTISTS (BREVER KNOWN AS 

THE JUSTIFIED ANCIENTS OF MU MU 

CD/12 " INCLUDES ACID SRASS/ WHAT TIME IS LOVE " 

VISIT THE R FOUNDATION WEflSITE: httpy/GIMPO.BASE.ORG/ 

Available At all 





A brilBant funk rock, hip-hop. 
psychadslic soul jam by 
Baiehaad guilArist Ketth Lofton 
'iBasehead'sl fragile melmliBS and 
quavsring vocals crsaie a quiet 
sadness that's nflvet been heani in 
rap before: the result is one of the 
blaahest expressions of African- 
American angtt since Sly and the 
Funity Stone's Thett'i a Riot 
Gem' On 
— Details 



Sl< 



A witd. futuristic fusion of Hip-Ho|i, 
Onim 4 Bass, Dub, Elsctrontca. 

Soul, and Funk. 
\ cultures tracks by Faceless, Lary K 
{ox-Bassheadl, Rude Kulcha Ifce- 
turing Bill Uswell h Alrike Baby 
Rim from the Jungle Bros I. Heavy 
Handed. Euptionic vs. Soothsayer h 
Dr. Israel. Stack Paarl. Moonstat, 
Survival Souitdf . and more 




liwo CDi of minMioggiing Drum ■* 
Bats. DM milled by Mo' Was record' 
■eg artist Peshay and the other featur- 
ing boMB classic tracks by LTJ 
Bukem. fUmi Siie. Lamon 0., RoBue 
Unit, Skarma. DJ Crystl. Helen T. and 
more. 

"Expert mixing and a sublime coi- 
leclion of grooves ' 

— r«ire Out N9W York 



FOR tMOflE INFORMATION AND A MAIL ORDER CATALOCUE SEND 
A UUtGE S.A.S.E TO MUTANT SOUND SYSTEM. 67 IRVING PLACE SOUTH. 

NEW rORK. N.Y. 10003 MUTANWARADIGMMUSIC.COM. 
MUTANT SOUND SYSTEM IS A PARADIGM ASSOCIATED LABEL 
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On indie lab fes. ||Qde 
ground rapp^^na* 
turntablists are rewriting 
the future of hip-hop 

BY CHARLES AARON 

Trailed by an omnipresent doud of 
smol<e (riots, weed, or censorship; take 
your pick), hip-hop during the 1990s has 
been, in retrospect, a highly sobering 
experience. The phantasm of "gangsta 
rap' effortlessly rubljed out the late-'80s 
creative abundance of Public Enemy. 
Eric B. & Rakim. and Oe La Soul; songs 
that once went pop on independent • 
labels, inspiring nerds, hardrocks, and 
metropoliticians to dance at the same 
clubs, now seem as ancient as Negro 
spirituals. And tragic warriors Tupac 
Shakur and Christopher Wallace are left 
to confess their thug-life regrets on 
matching couches in ghetto heaven. 

That's the ofTicial elegy, but thank 
Eshu-Elegba. not everyone suffers under 
the keeping-it-real curse Hip-hop's 
indie underground, which produced two 
of 1 996's most innovative blips — DJ 
Shadow's metaphysical funk-you-up 
Endtroducing. .. and Kool Keith and 
Automator's transcendental fuck-you-up 
Dr. Octagon — began to flourish in 1 997. 
Indie labels such as SoleSides, Fondle 
'Em, Rawkus, Bomb Hip-Hop, and 
Stones Throw released enough imagina- 
tive t>eats and rhymes to make Wu-Tang 
Clan took like stag-line fuddy-duddies. 

Underground independence offen 
means self-righteous bitterness (espe- 
cially in New York). But today's defining 
indie aesthetic suggests a fresh course, 
a back-lo-the-future hit-and-mn that 
combines scrappy Wild Style D.I.Y with 
space-traveler surrealism. In other words, 
indie-rock Afrika Bambaataa — artists 
(t)oth MCs and DJs) freaking funk's 
boundanes with mad introspection. 

At the moment, the indie-underground's 
freakiest funkateers are Bay Area "tum- 
tablist" cull InvisibI Skratch Piklz. Their 



first 12-inch release. InvisibI Skratch 
Piklz vs. Da Klamz Uv Deth. is 14 min- 
utes of electro slapstick in which Mix- 
master Mike, Q-Bert, and Shortkul 
neutralize the "enemy" (disused cultural 
history?) with "futuristic weaponry' 
(turntables) by cutting and cross-fading 
the past. What emerges is a funky- 
despite-itself robot that taunts. "Bitch, 
it's curtains!" Slightly more prosaic are 
New Yori< City's X-ecutioners. whose 
CD X-pressions is the first proper 
turntablist album (Bomb's Return of the 
DJ and Om's Deep Concentration were 
compilations) The X-ecutioners are 
fierce battle DJs who become austerely 
contemplative in the studio. Their near- 
clinical group showcases — "The Count- 
down." "Mad Flava' — walk the line 
between instructional record and objet 
d'art. though Roc Raida's "One Man 
Band" stirs up a trickster frenzy. 

On the MC side of the dime, rappers 
Lateef the Truth Speaker and Lyrics 
Bom's '97 debut Latyrx connects Del the 
Funky Homosapien's excitable boyish- 
ness to KRS-Ones autodidactic poetics, 
but The Muzapper's Mixes EP sounds 
like nolxxty else. At first, the Asian/Lati- 
no duo obediently complement the 
synth-bass grooves and bleeping riffs, 
but soon they're skipping off to preach 
eccentric/humanistic sermons you'll only 
fathom in dream fragments weeks later 
Similariy mind-stretching is Brooklyn's 
Colombian/Israeli duo Siah & Yeshua 
Their EP Siah & Yeshua Dapo ED 
revolves around the 1 1 -minute opus of 
dopeness "A Day Like Any Other." 
which finds the abstract rappers relaxing 
on a summer-in-the-city afternoon, 
washing down knishes with Hi-C and 
Olde Gold before suddenly climbing 
metaphorical mountains. Perhaps the 
most purely pleasurable indie release of 
late is Jurassic 5's self-titled EP. which 
features the four MCs' Ok) Schoolyard 



stylings over the hooky, turntablist sci- 
ence of Cut Chemist and DJ Nu-Mark. 
It's a Hip-Hop 101 lecture that scalds the 
playground asphalt. 

While the underground's defiant heart 
and soul is still the West Coast, the East 
Coast has aggressively entered the fray. 
Coaxed along by Stretch Armstrong and 
Fondle Em chief Bobbito Garcia's mix 
show on Columbia University's WKCR 
(which has been playing indie releases 
since 1990) and Fat Beats (a key distrib- 
utor with stores in New Yori< City, Los 
Angeles, Tokyo, Amsterdam, and Aus- 
tralia), hip-hop's cradle is attempting to 
reclaim its turf as a creative and busi- 
ness nexus 

Which, truth be told, ain't exactly 
cause for backflips. Hip-hop is now an 
international "juggaknot" (to name-check 
the NYC rhyme crew), and much of the 
indie-underground's freshness stems 
from that non-proprietary diversity. For 
example: While Bomb Worldwide com- 
piles an ambitious collection of artists 
from the East and West Coast, the U.K.. 
Germany, and Japan, major-label- 
distributed Payday/ffrt hired DJ Premier 
to mix the strictly provincial Haze Pre- 
sents New York Reality Check 101. and 
Stretch Armstrong released the similariy 
narrowcasted Lesson 1 on his label 
Dolo. Both albums talk "realness" and 
feature some cream talent— smoothly 
self-assured microphone magician J-Live; 
up-and-comers L the Head Toucha and 
Choclair; the incomparable hip-hop 
chutzpah of Brooklyn trio Company 
Flow — but they ultimately work like glori- 
fied hometown demo-tape samplers. 

Too much of the East Coast scene 



seems consumed by "competing" with 
the corporate playas; these indie con- 
tenders are playing by outdated rules 
that equate keeping it real with stolid, 
unflinching beats and grim, ghetto- 
bound, Malcolm X-chromosome scrip- 
tures (see Jeru, early Nas, or Wu-Tang). 
Soundtximbing. a compilation mixed 
by former Black Moon/Beat Minerz DJ 
Evil Dee. takes a baby step forward. It 
spotlights two vicious. Company Flow- 
related headtrips. and a surfeit of soulfijily 
searching rappers, including Mr. Man 
and Mos Def (last heard on De La Soul's 
Stakes Is High), plus distinctively 
nuanced production from, arrrong others, 
the Jigmastas' DJ Spinna In this group, 
you can hear the hints of a Native 
Tongues-like posse feeding off of one 
another's smarts and enthusiasm, 
unworried about recreating 1 988's magic 
or being welcomed into rap's gated fan- 
tasyland. These are kids who sound like 
they've got the fijture at their fingertips. 
And . for the moment, they just might. • 

ADDRESSES: Bomb Hip-Hop. 4104 24th 

Street. Suite 105. San Francisco. CA 94114. 
(415) 821-7965; Dolo. 95 Morton Street. 7tti 
Floor. New York. NY 10014; InvisibI Skratch 
Piklz. P.O Box 280092. San Francisco. CA 
94128-0092. www.skratch piklz com; Jurauk: S. 
RumWe/Pickininny. P.O Box 1816. Pacific 
Palisades. CA 90272. rumblerec@aol.com; 
Rswkus. 676 Broadway. 4lh Floor. New York. 
NY 10012. (212) 358-7890. www lawkus.com; 
Siah & Yeshua. Fondle Em/Fat Seals. (212) 
965-1862: SoleSides. P O. Box 6254. Albany. 
CA 94706-0254. www massive. conVsolesides; 
Stones Throw. 35555 El Camino Real. #320. 
San Maleo. CA 94403. www stonesthrow com; 
X-Executioners. Asphodel. P.O Box 51. 
Chelsea Station. New York, NY 10113-0051 
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Jane's Addiction 

Hammerstein Ballroom 
New York City 
October 30, 1997 

I'm sitting In a second-story box on the 
opening night of the Jane's Addiction 
reunion tour, and suddenly Perry Farrell 
is floating overtiead, lying face down 
on top of an enormous cell-like riser 
built in the middle of the club. IHe's 
writhing to the music, and below him a 
stripper dressed in a thin veil of mesh 
dances in a cage of her own. But the 
glazed smile on Farrell's face as he 
throws his arms down to bless the sold- 
out throng isn't caged at all: in fact, it's as 
apt an embodinoent of mass-cultivated 
psychedelia as I'd ever want to see 
dose-up again. What is Farrell now: 
some combination of Hugh Hefner, Iggy 
Pop, and a bumed-up veteran of the 
pharmaceutical trenches? Or just a 
sardonic diaspora Jew, still amazed at 
all the sleaze a little bit of hippy-dippy 
staging lets you get away with? 

Tonight, there is plenty of both. As 
two female pole dancers in thigh-high 
vinyl txiots engage in an upside-down 
kiss high above the main stage, guitarist 
Dave Navarro, drummer Stephen 
Peri<ins, and bassist Flea (substituting 



for still-disaffected Eric Avery) breathe 
wind into "Summertime Rolls" from 
1988's Nothing's Shocking. You may 
remember it for the line "Me and my girl- 
friend don't wear no clothes": Jane's 
Addiction staples are so aimless and 
baggy that it helps to fixate on the tag 
phrase. For a classic band, which they 
certainly were, Jane's Addiction sure 
didn't write very many classic songs. The 
rockers that predominate the set, such 
as 'Ocean Size' and "Mountain Song," 
aren't formed, particularty, although they 
still sound as big as their titles imply. 

Of course, bigness has always been 
the great virtue of Fan-ell, who came of 
age in the arena-rock era of the pre- 
punk '70s. Witness the Jane's rarities 
on the recent Kettle Whistle release: 
There Farrell was, in 1986, recording at 
the punk-rock studio Radio Tokyo in 
hopes of getting a deal with the punk 
consortium Triple X — and he sets down 
"Mountain Song," which climaxes with 
"cash in now, honey." This in the mid- 
'80s, when the notion of punk cashing in 
seemed about as possible as defeating 
Reagan! The rest of the music worid 
assumed a basic division — you could 
play dumb-ass hair metal on the Sunset 
Strip for fame, or smart-ass postpunk 
for self-respect — but Farrell wanted it 




all. Jane's Addiction aimed to be a 
straight-up rock band (flashy, toud, 
cocky), even if no one else remem- 
bered what that meant anymore. They 
weren't afraid to act like stars in the 
center of their own trashy circus. 

The rest is history — for a moment, 
at least. Ironically, Jane's Addiction, wtio 
broke up Just before Nirvana finisfied tfie 
job they'd started, return with a goodwill 
nostalgia tour just in time to fan at the 
dying embers of alt-rock. Wrth this line- 
up's other projects — Porno for Pyros, 
Red Hot Chili Peppers, Lollapalooza, 
Enit — all on life support, I wonder what 
wrould have happened had Jane's 
attempted to play small stadiums rather 
than large clubs. They never did sell 
many records. And if age is rarely kind 
to hard-rockers, how much worse for this 
band, which always suffered from Led 
Zeppelin comparisons. Periuns is a heavy 
hitter but he's no Bonham: Navarro's 
guitar meshes metal and punk yet 
never dictates the way Page's did: and 
compared to the operatic Robert Plant, 
Fan-ell sounds like a cheap kazoo. 

But none of this matters tonight. 
Farrell has staged a Dionysian fantasy 
few would want to resist. His hairdo a 
cross between Coolio's Medusa braids 
and those wire flowers mental patients 
make, and his set design a Tahitian 
paradise perfect for his Gaugin 
fixations, Farrell swoops yogi-like 
through tlie music, pausing for a 
camel Interiude with two buxom 
dancers. A blue-masked "god* 
represents Krishna: a homed one 
represents Pan. Everywhere you 
kxik, it seems like something new 
is slithering up and around. 

Toward tfie end of the show, 
the band foltows Farrell to a small- 
er, mkl-venue outpost. We get a 
simple "Jane Says' sing-ak>ng. fbl- 
krwed by a full-fledged dnimmlng 
cirde that features (I am not mak- 
ing this up) Fanvll chanting the 
Jewish folk song "Havah NagUah." 
Back to the main stage, a final 
dose of heavy (Ted, Just Admit 
It"), and Jane's Addictkin heads 
off— short sets have always been 
a Farrell trademart(: he even got 
by without "Been Caught Steal- 
ing." A 20-minute lag, a single 
acoustic encore, and the show is 
over. But no one couW deny they've 
seen a remarkable testament to 
rainbow natK>n perversity. And, 
wfien all is sakj and done, that's 
the only testament Perry Farrell 
has ever sought EmcwEnuM) 



Metallica 

CoreStates Center Parking Lot 

Philadelphia 

November 11, 1997 

It was dubbed the "Millton Decibel 
March," but Metallica's purported return 
to hard rockin' drew a crowd you might 
expect to see at a Bryan Adams show. 
I bet no more than 5,000 of the neariy 
40,000 people gathered in a Philadel- 
phia parking lot glimpsed much of the 
band, but nobody seemed to mind. The 
concert was free, you see, meaning 
paychecks were freed to purchase 
plenty of inebriants. And, thanks to the 
city's attempts to shut it down, the show 
had been front-page news in Philadel- 
phia for a week. This was a Big Event 
to one day tell the grandkids about, so 
the curiosity seekers were diverse: 
skinny altemateens: a middle-aged lady 
in a Tool T-shirt: a huge, bald, tattooed 
Hell's Angel giving the hook-'em-homs 
salute as his little daughter sat on his 
shoulders: a few dozen women dared 
by their buddies to bare their breasts: 
and families vnth noore sports-team jer- 
seys than leatherwear in their closets. 

"Philadelphia Freedom!" cheeriead- 
ing was in full swing, as the band's fans 
nationwide chose the concert city by 
voting over the Internet and via a toll- 
free number. But Philly won by default, 
actually: None of the leading finalists — 
Chk:ago, Detroit, Cleveland — would 
host the event, and Philly wasn't so 
sure it wanted it either. Resklents of the 
neighbortiood surrounding the 
CoreStates Center tot were worried 
that working-class hooligans would 
incite a riot (and that the allegedly 
"Loudest Band on Earth" woukt shatter 
a few windows), so spin-doctoring 
munkapal officials first fought to cancel 
the gig, then to push it into a stadium. 
After Metallica's lawyers filed for an 
injunction, a Judge ruled that the concert 
couM go on as planned as king as the 
band sfielled out for extra security. In 
the end, with speakers pointed away 
from surrounding houses and toward 
1-95, the affair was more orderly than 
most Eagles or Flyers games. 

"Am I evtl?" Metallk:a asked the 
crowd: "Yes I am!" it hoUered back, but 
between lead guitarist Kirk Hammett's 
nravie-star shades, drummer Lars 
Ulrich's shorts, and all four dudes' above- 
the-ears hair, they sure dMn't look evil 
arrymore, even tfxxigh they wore all 
dressed in black. Mostly, tfiey sounded 
as drab as they kMked, a far cry from 
the punky fun of their headlining 
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ADViRTISEUENT 



mim 

CODE 

WHAT TO WEAR & WHERE TO GET IT 



An amplified rush of cool spices. An adrena- 
line surge of cutting-edge woods. A breathtak- 
ing tree-fall of sky-blue musk. Unexpected. 
Exhilarating. Extreme. Visit the Polo Sport 
counter and dare to discover Extreme Polo 
Sport Ralph Lauren. Available at Macy's. 
Bloomingdale's, Dillard's, Robinson-May, 
Dayton's • Hudson's • Marshall Field's. 



QUIKSILVER^ 



Quiksilver's heritage comes from the sport of 
surfing, where the dictates for fashion come 
from active people with high standards. Call 
1-888-222-9973 or visit vww.qulksilverusa.com. 
Select retailers; Surfside Sports, Suncatcher. 
On The Beach. Quiksilver Boardriders Clubs, 
Hansen's. Please call the 800# for the retail 
locations nearest you. 




Nike Inc. To find a retailer In your area carry- 
ing Nike product, call 800-352-NIKE or visit 
our website at www.nike.com. 



SPIEWAK 

For the winter's hottest jackets, outerv/ear, 
bags, and hats, look for the original, 
SPIEWAK. Available at Rolo, Canal Jeans. 
Avalon, Nordstroms and Fast Forward, For 
more info, call 800-223-6850. 



HUGO 



Hugo. The clean, simple, light scent for him 
by Hugo Boss. You know a good thing v/hen 
you smell it. Hugo, www.hugo.com 




Lollapalooza sets two years back A 
shame they didn't fit in more of the wit and 
charm they'd displayed while riffing on 
hockey violence and WKRP in ttieir pre- 
show press conference. Asked whether 
they'd be doing any medleys, vocalist 
James Hetfield wisecracked, "No. we're 
not doing any melodies today." 

He wasn't kidding. Give or take a 
section of Master of Puppets, Metailica 
avoided the nimble medieval drama 
(or "fancy progressivism," as Hetfield 
called it) that's always been their most 
unacknowledged virtue. They intention- 
ally omitted their big hits, which tend to 
be their best songs, playing obscure 
oldies for an audience that mainly prob- 
ably never even heard them before. 
"This set is comprised of stuff you might 
not know, and we might not know it loo 
well, either," Hetfield joked. 

They even teased us with a few 
notes from "Tuesday's Gone" by 
Lynyrd Skynyrd, which they'd blasphe- 
mously covered during a two-song 
appearance at a Neil Young (whom 
Southern man doesn't need around 
anyhow) Bridge School Benefit a few 
weeks earlier. But mainly what we 
heard was a cold, dull, humorlessly 
rammalamming machine-gun roar 
getting up-in-arms about nothing in 
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particular. "The Memory Remains." the 
Hollywood-ingenue-goes-insane debut 
single off the group's ponderous new 
Re-Load collection, surged atop its 
"When the Levee Breaks" boombeats 
forcefully enough. Still, it would've 
come off even better had they brought 
along guest vocalist Marianne Failhfull 
to gargle her creepy Arabic goat-throat 
undulations instead of merely imitating 
her on guitar. Otherwise, outside of 
an empire-crashing-down "King Noth- 
ing" (from 1996's uncharacteristically 
boogie-snappy Load album) and a 
rap-like "Stone Cold Crazy" (Queen)/ 
"The Wait" (Killing Joke) pairing, Metailica 
never even halfway approached the 
groin-throbbing propulsion of the 
ancient Black Sabbath records the 
public-address system piped in before 
the set. 

Be that as It may, there's still no 
denying that these four horsemen bene- 
fited imagewise, at least, from fighting 
city hall: after all. me-'n'-you-against- 
the-powers-that-be has always been 
one of Metallica's lyrical preoccupations. 
When a wayward fan in a Harley- 
Davidson sweatshirt trespassed onstage 
right before the encore, Ulrich even 
suggested that the kid might be a city 
council member. CHUCK EDDY 




A recap of the past few months' most notable releases 



Where to Buy 



■M "Street Fighting Brands" 




Bob Dylan What you^a missing: The 16-minute-<ong 



nmeOut 
ofMInd 

(Columbia) 



'Highlands,* a living, breathing, mixed-up confusion 
of narrative, musings, wisecracks, and asides. 
Conclusion: If this is just a song, then a Van Eyck 
allarpiece is just a painting. (Vowell) 




Everclear 
So Much for 
the Afterglow 

(Capitol) 



What you'ra missing: Get ready for the real 
wodd: Art Alexakis files reports on suburban mar-, 
riage, parenthood, adultery, divorce, and how ; . j, 
breathing fire doesn't look good on a resum6. 
Conclusion: Afterglow offers butterfly kisses to 
the kJea that a family might actually be a unit that 
helps you through. (Eddy) , ; 



David Holmes What you'ra missing: A k>ve letter to the 
Let's Get Caramel Apple, featuring unhinged street rants and 
raps that Holmes collected on OAT during a recent 
pilgrimage. 

Conclusion: He may just be a funky white boy 
from Belfast, but he's t)ie kind of turntable patriot we 
could use more of right now. (Hermes) 



Killed 

(1200/A&M) 




Plug 

Drum'n'Bass 
for Papa 

Nothing/ 
nierscope) 



YVhat you'ra missing: A drum'n'twss treat for 
the twisted, this is cleariy the work of a fellow with 
one fool finnly planted in the sandbox. 
Conclusion: For all his panache, Luke Vil>ert still 
sounds like someone wfto spends too much time In 
his bedroom — alone. (Davis) 




Portishead 
Portlshead 

(London) 



What you're missing: An album more gothic 
than Goth, more deadly than death metal, more trip- 
py than trip-hop. 

Conclusion; Portishead has turned despair's 
dead end Into a highway of possibilities. (Walters) 




Prince Paul 
Psycho- 
analysis 
(What Is It?) 

(Tommy Boy) 



What you'ra missing: A collection of twisted 
satire and bent skits that gleefully dissects the sorry 
state of current B-t>oy culture. 
Conclusion: Crossover hip-hop/R&B is seasoned, 
roasted, and ready for carving. (Green) 



Stave Reich What you'ra missing: A 61-year-old New York 
Works t>OX set ^^^^P^ser who fourxf his artistic mojo in a very pop 
way—by listening to recordings, not by studying 
scores or attending concert-hall performances. 
Conclusion: Transformations of sound that would 
make an InvisibI Skratch Ptekl blush. (Frere-Jones) 



(Nonesuch) 



RonI Size/ 
Reprazent 
New Forms 

(Talkin' Loud/ 
Mercury) 



What you're missing: This year's consensus 
electronca album, the double-disc magnum opus gar- 
landed with critical acclaim and hyped with ttie sales 
pitch: "If you only buy one jungle altxim this year." 
Conclusion: A timely reminder that elegance can 
be a fonn of rebelton for the black working dass. 
(ReynokJs) 




Dusty 
Springfield 
The Dusty 
Springfield 
Anthology 
(Chronlcles/Mercufy) 



What you'ra missing: Three CDs offering some 
of the most scintillating woric ever done by on Inter- 
pretive pop singer. 

Conclusion: Dusty often emerges as the knowing 
ruler of some unnamed universe whose subjects 
live to be 108, subsisting entirely on Kools. (Hunter) 




Timbaland 
and Magoo 
Welcome to 
Our World 

(Blackground/ 
Atlantic) 



What you'ra missing: High-powered ass musk: 
from Tim Timbaland" Mosley, the fly 24-year-oW 
producer who has more funk per square Inch than 
an old Reggie bar. 

Conclusion: TImbaland's typewriter funk makes 
R&B seem like the cutting edge again. (Frere-Jones) 




PAGE H Polo Sport (ank. $125. at Polo Ralph Lauren. Beverly Hills; Macy's East; Polo 
Sport. New York City. Ralph Lauren pants. S995. at Polo Ralph Lauren. New York City 
and Manhasset. Long Isiand. 

PAGE 97 Mecca T-shirt, $40. sweatpants, $45. at Up Against the Wall. Washington. 
DC; Dr. Jay's, New York City; Get a Clue. Sacramento, California; Wish. Atlanta; Fred 
Segal, Los Angeles. 
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PAGE gs Tommy Hilfiger boxers. $25. at Macy's. nationwide; Bloomingdale's. nation- 
wide; Burdines. nationwide; Lord & Taylor, nationwide. 

PAGE 99 Nike vest. $54, mock. $48, tights, $68, skates. $440, for store information call 
(800) 344-6453. 




PAGE 100 Fubu hat. $27, at Macy's; Nordstrom, nationwide; Foot Locker, nationwide; The 
Buckle, nationwide. Fubu boxers. $22. at Dr. Jay's; Sid's Pants, nationwide. Fubu belt. $35, 
at The Buckle; Nordstrom; Sid's Pants. Fubu Jeans. $60, at Macy's; Nordstrom; The Buckle; 
Kaufmann's. nationwide. 

PAGE 101 File shirt, $55. leggings, $40, wristbands, $7. for store information call (800) 
776-3452. Gucci shirt, $995, skirt. $995, boots. $1 ,900, at Gucd, New York City and 
BeveiHy Hills; for store information call (800) 388-6785. 
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Classifieds February 1998 



"SAFE SEX GET PAID" 0 MEN, 18-45 yn. 
SIOCKVwk Cash'. All Races &Smics. Free "BlackB«>k~ 
Prvl. 2 1 2-63 1 -3694 or safcscxgct paid.com 

WANTED: MEN 18-50 YRS! GET PAID FOR SAFE 
SEX!! Lonely Women will pay foryour inlimale services. 
Really!! Up toSIOOWwk cash. HND OUT HOW! 
18* I -17.1^-8206 LDtoll 



astrology 



PSYCHIC 

D I R t C T O R Y , 



AMAZING PSYCHICS 



Sample Our Psychics 

1-800-568-9573 

Hilsons Psychics 1-8O0-295-3013_ 
Sample the Luck Line 1-800-803-5477 
BEST PSYCHIC CAUJW6 
All New Phone Samples 

1;800-240-1216 

Try a Psychic by phone 

1-800-282-6711 

Psychic Lov e Line 1-800-681-8806 
CLMmraVANCC 



Psychic Seers 1-888-379-0644 

DIAL DIRECT 



Live Psychics 1-809-474-0981. 
Psychic Astrologers 1-809-474-1430 

Adulls over 18 Inl'l long distance rales. 24 hrs^ 
FIND A PSYCHIC 



Rebecca's Psychic Circle 
1-800-250-9200 
Top Psychics - Free Phone Samples 
1-800-295-3017. Listen and choose^ 
Extraordinary! Remarkable 
Psychic Predictions 

1-800-860-9730. All New! 

PSYCHIC LOVE LINES 



Astounding Psychics 1-800-290-9995 
Cupid s Psychic Club 1-800-295-3016 
Ro mance Hotline 1-800-997- 7683 

AduHs over 18 Enlerlatnment only. 
OpDonal paid svc available. pv59l 



•ndio equipmant 



FREE Stereo Catali^ 

Get the FR££ car and home stereo catalog with low 
prices and a lo4 more — exclusive comparison 
chaits. detailed product descriptions and consumer 
tips to help you make the right choice. Virtually 
every major brand There's no odicr catalog like it! 

Cil i1|M mm! 1-800-955-9009 txL SPN 

CRUICHHELD 



boaks i publieatlons 

UNDERGROUND BOOKS, cimtroversial& unusual. 
Catalog $2. FSBC. Boi 417457 DepL S. SacnunenloXA 
95841 wwwisbookcoxcMn 

"THE A-NARCHIST COOKBOOK" Available again! 
$23 postpaid. Barricade Books. P.O. Box I4t)l-B 
Sccaucus.NJ 07096 

i(^^'^htt(laatt appartuaitlat > 

$$$$ 900 ENTERTAINMKNT l.lNfS S$$$ 

J99 Total Cost. Quick payments. NO Chargebacks. 
Call for brochure. l-8«O-377-»8«0 



EXPAND YOUR BUSINESS 
ADVERTISE IN 

SPIN 
(312) 321-7912 
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FREE PI & 
NIGHTCLUB 
CATALOG 




Order by Phon« A 
Have Your Order 
Shipped 
Right to Your Doorf 

1-800-672-4268 

op«n 7 days a wctk 
Ol«lidtllSA;i4-lt1-5t14 
raa row BaaM, adrfma. 
1 pboiw ( tor • free calato] 
raaM-m-IM 

vunnn-an 




film & video 

FREE XXX VIDEO 
Amateurs Across America 4 HOT XXX Hours 
ONLY $8.95 p4h or scndSI.OO for catalog 
Blue PamJisc I>cpl S; ROB 492.157 LA. CA 90049 

fun stuf! 

GROW LIGHTS • m'DROPONlCS • ORGANICS 

Online Indoor/OutdoorGaidcn Supplies 
www , homcharv est .com 

haalth f^:'(f?#f 

PENIS ENLARGEMENT Professional vacuum pumps 
or surgical. Gain 1-3". Permanenl. Safe, Enchnce erec- 
tion. FREE Brochures. Dr. Joel Kaplan ^mm■i}5^ 
LaUstenlargemenlinro: l-9a0-976-PL'MP($195/nim) 

harbt 

Shem Hamp Horash ™ an hertu-altemative 
smoking "kinil". Absolutelv happening! 
(must be 18) Free Info (7731 509-«93 ext. 18 

i: Intaraat titas 



WIN BIG CASH PRIZES »$ 
www.777Mincash.com 



poitars & pliatai 

CELEB PHOTOS! ROCK. METAL, TV +! 
Send SASE for list. Name Favorites. PIX/SPIN, 
Box 20747, Houston, TX 7722S 



POETRY CONTEST! 



$48,000 



S«nd one original potm 
20 Unas or less lo 



In prizes 
Awarded annually ,p^p^ 

Owngs Mils. MO 21117 

Possible Publication 



raeerda, tapas & edt 

DINO'S CD'S & VIDEO'S. 2m W Berry. H- WonJi 
TX 76im H% 18171 921-1416 WEB SITE: hllpl/ 
ncLconL/dinosJitml orE-imil Dinosltfwcblv.Tici, Direct Mail 
Order: (»17) 924-7*76. We have 1997 Videos For 
Anv Group! Just Call! Metaliica ■ New! Apocalypse 
box set 3 CD's. Cronological Demos, rarities & Poster. 
Very limited: $99 Garage Days 1.11. III. IV all demos & 
new songs S32 each. CURE A 1000 Virgins unreleased 
larities & promos "Unplugged & More" rare pciformance 
CD S32. S.MASHING PUMPKINS 'Acousiic Melon 
Songs" only 96 live CD $32 "Billy's Home Demo's" rare 
songs CD S32. EVERCLEAR Abrasive Holland 96 CD 
$32. Ship UPS S5 99 Visa. MC. DIS. MO. CK FREE 
CATALOG 

FOR ADVERTISING INFORMATION 



"HUACKED " - The Album 

|4IW>1 Trnm V*n4J ittUr lull dtvm odHi (1} plus HiikLkT 
iHtH. nuWik limi M! on mirrnwt CB RUM « VW. ..kuupf 
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le Album 

iHidJpIln HiikLi 
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IBmlil Omm. TU Badolidin. iaaei da Giia. Blaka Bates, j 
Oirisia. Dk Dift|i DuM. Eat Static. Fima. Fi Mmdni. 
Mam HalMd. Jtc Hniiy. JiSM ( gn Scocdm. 
Madiims il Mag Eraca. MV Biizi Bin CtnpiMim. Pun. | 
SawH Mary Tlirw, Snairrtt Nat Spiiara. Vidpfia Williain 



MAMMOTH RECORDS CATALOG 

CELEBRATING A DECADE OF DlVFRSlTv 



Wrilt: 111 B Strttt. Carrbara HC ITS11 attn. Eliii 
Siiiri n tar cjtiloi and ttichan Bil S2 if) your lini arrfar 



IMPORT & RARE CD, VIDEO CATALOGS 

All titles listed A-Z. thousands of titles avail- 
able, huge selection metal rock & pop. send 
want lists, includes free updates. Send $5 to 
GDI, PC Box 185, Concord. MA 01742. Ph/Fax 
1-718-259-4371, Personal checks. MC, Visa. 
Internet: http//: www. csmonline.com/cdi 
E-mail: cdvideo@aol.com 





ethereal • goth 

LOVE SPVtALS DOWNWARDS, LYO^ 
TAK KM A BLUE CJM, ATmTIOf^< 
fAim A THE MUSE AND LOTS MOMl 

$11 PO)iAnAi.HjmcmLAKLSAMnBti 



RARE IMPORT BARfiAIN CD'S. Huitc diwounl-v 
Askforfreecaialog.BAiBC «mncclion,RRl B.u 1 12. 
Vineliind. N; ()S,16() ( 6(H I 

«ft LOOKOUT! RGGORDS 

The first to bnng you Gre«n Day, Operation Ivy & Rancid! 
Lookoul! has new wcortJs by Avail, Auni,e Chnsi, Stack 
Fortt, The Bomb Bassets. The Cnrrnnals. The Cnjmbs, Ttw 
Donnas, The Groovie Gtioulies, The Hi-Fives, The Mr T 
Eiperlence. Pansy Division, The Phantom Surfers, 
Pinhead Gunpowder, The Potatomen, Servotron. The 
SmuggiefS. Squirlgun, Uranium 9 Vofl, & (YoungJPKineers. 
•Send $1 lof catalog to: Lookoull Reconte SpinI <'^h. 
•P O Box 11374 BorVeley CA 94712-2374* A'K'-7 
•Mailofdef hotlirte: 510-8dJ^71 
•check our w«tialte' www lookout ntcortte. com 

IMPORTED RARITIES rrom around the world 
on CD, Video & Audio cassettes. M Manson, 
Konif Tool, 31 1, Nir> ana, Son \'olt, Wilco, Oasis, 
U2, Rage, Pumpkins, Prince, Kiss & lOO's more. 
Also targe selection of Independent Music and 
Managzines. Catalog $1.00 or on internet • 
www.eclecticmusic.coni Eclectic Music PO Box 
1864 Royal Oak. Ml 48068. 
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SELL MUSIC! 




Creatt Custom Promotional Cards To Hariet 
ItKord Releases. New Bands. Sound Studios S Hore! 
• Call Now For Information S Sample Kit! 

Modem Postcard' 

1-80(^959-8365 



raeerding studiat 



RECORDING STUDIOS NOW HIRING 

NO EXPERJE.NCE NECESSARY. FOR OmCAL 
APPLICATION ANDLISTOF 101 RECORDING 
STUDIOS SEND S9.95 W/S. A.S.E. TO: STUDIO 
EMPLOYMENTSERVICESOFAMERICAP.O. 
BOX .10 1 59 BALTIMORE, MD 2 1 270 

T-thlrtt 



ROCk rshirts 



1,000't ald—Igm ■ Kom. BJorti, Bwh. MN. 31 1 
HaMon. Tod. U2. Cura. T.Amol. SublliM. L7. 
Owl». Hanun. llatcM>o>20. Bauliaua, Prodigy, 
SItvarchair. Raga. Oarbaga. man. ti 




"CHASER T-SHIRTS (Punk Rock, B Movies. 
Cult. Blaxpoiiaiion ) S 1 ,00 for catalog: po box 6964, 
beverly hills, ca. 902 1 2 www.chasershirts.com" 



inttructlai^i{SnP 



rfennsylvan i a IZ^ulinary 

Join the elite ranks of skiDed culinariani 
from PENNSYLVANIA CtJUNARY. 
whose expertise has been recognized by 
the worlds most prestigious restaurants and 

resorts. Degreed graduates receive 
individualized training and placement from 
■ward-winning faculty directed by Master 

Chef E>ieter Kiestling. The 16-montfa 
specialized program it accredited by the 

American Culinary Federation. 
• Paid Extemships throughout the U.S. 

• Financial Aid, if qualified 

• School for Culinary Arts 

■ School of Retlauranl Management 

PENNSYLVANIA CUUNARY 
1-800-432-CHEF 




Begin your 
Career 
ON THE Right 
Foot 

G«t the skilk that cany weight in todays 
acathr tcchnolog>--based careers. 

♦ Graphic Design 
• Computer Animation 
* Multimedia 
♦ Video Production 
♦ Web Site Administration 

1-800-592-0700 

/L»The Art Institutes 
xaft IntemationaT 

30O Sixth Anaiue, Piltsfauigh, PA 15222 

14 locations, coast to coast 



\ 



CALL ANN DAVID AT 31 2.321 .791 2 




Classifieds February 1998 



tittoo kits 



TATTOO KITS 



U EARN EXTRA WONEY W Sf*KE TIME tS 
PiD<MK>n« Col HKfi» ■ Vnbta DC Pcmmt Si^ > Fool Swdch 
q^ttoid • Sla rJt* SM TiiiM (Lxw i ShaM] ■ 10 i£ytUxjp> 
] 20 0«<ign SJ»*» tor fcton * VMom«i 
I Slwvto ■ St*rci P«iw ■ Ir* • NmiJm 
EVBWTHNG YOU NEED TO TAnOO PROfESStONALLY 




I ^^^2^2^) Send Money Ordan to: 



PROFESStONAl TAnOO KITS 
ConpMi po Box I732« DtpL S. Phomli. A2 BS011 



^ occult t sfev 

SAMPLE PSYCHIC READINGS 

M«X)-440-5l70 
ADULTS OVER 18 

ptyebiet 

LIVE PSYCHICS • DIAL DIRECT 
1W474-I448 

Adults over 18. int'l long distance rales apply 



Find Love ^ Happiness 
*^ "" 

SSSS^l - ftyrfc/ri l>*o Tare 

/i^B^&^X NiMHoioci Tuor 

JfwjiitiaWuU' A™u)(,v au«vo«.\T 
"2.-- 1-900-370-6112 
rnCE 1-800-981-4138 
2MlN! '-.£TiT* 1.-93 



SAMPLE MASTER PSYCHICS 

Tr\ilFREEI-800-25O-920O 
AdullsoterlS 

SAMPLE OUR PSYCHICS 

Trj iifiec, l-800-5«i-957,l 

AduilsovcT 18 
LOVE,MONEY,POWER 
Sample our Psychics Now 1.800-290-9995 
Adultsover 18 

NEW! TOLL FREE. 
AD New Psychic Samples Line 

1-888-61 1-6739 Adults over 18 

SAMPLE OUR PSYCHICS 

Uslcru Then Decide, I-800-24O-I2I6 
Adultsover 18 



•FREE SEATTLE'S NEW GRUNGE LINE • 
l-206-(79-FREEl3733) 
HOT NEW DATELINE 
l-2fl647»-DATE(3283) 18+ 



BIG APPLE DATELINE 

imm iivE nm * free of au PREdiiiM makes 



Meet Hot Girls on the "69" line! 



Mi-t-t Yotir MAN On llic 

DATK LINES 



Uulli OMY • Ra« LO Toll Onlv 

M,>n- ll(>T<;iIYS 




singles 

MEET LATIN LADIES Mexico- SourhAmmca 
Rwlomagazines. videos, lours fUEE pholobrochurr' 
TLC; Bo» 924994 SP. HotKMn. TX 77292 (7 1.1 1 896-9224 

PHONE Nl<MBERSI Siii«l« ml Couples 
l-9IXM20.ftt2«nl. 138 
Try il, il »oflu! JUS/mb. 18+ 

RUSSIAN LADIES, truly heautirul. educated, uajil to mccl 
YOU. .1.000 selected (rom 80.000+ applicants. Beautiful 
videos, esciung Moscom tours. Free color pholocalalog' 

RussiaJ.I: P-O.B. 88885 1 : Atlanta. OA 30356; 1 770i 4584Nm. 

GIRLS - BISE.XUAUS • GAYS - COUPLES 

Real names & phone numbers 
1-800-921.3283, 1.9«)-745-4560 S2.99/rain 18+ 

adult •ntertainmeit 

BESTOF 96ADULT PHOSEH! 
ALL cheap:: XXX Fr..69«Aniii::: 
Talk live to Local Girls: l-2(>84(M-SaOS 
1^1 Giris Names and Phi's: I-268-W4.50O4 
Lisa ■ 18vrs.5'l", 97lbs. Blonde 1.954-7M.7364 
Sarah - 19) Pi, 5'3" lOTIbs. big tits: 1-954-704-7468 
Uncensored..\nylhingGoes l-9.S4-704.7692 

Heather - I'm a 19y r old red head, always homy! 
lOTlbs, 5'3", seeks homv men who like to talk dirty 
tome! 1-954-7IM-7408 ' 

EAVESDROP LINE 
SECRETLY LISTEN lo HOT Phone Sex Calls 
212-691-2444 .99c/Mln 

SARAH . 29 yrs. 36-22-36. married but looking 
for discreet sex on the sidel 
I'm always homy I-954-704-7692 

FREE LIVE CHAT LINES 24 HR ACTION 
.No premium charec. only normal LD rales 
l•21^796-3366 ' 1-702-748-7766 
1-473441-1666 18+ l-268-4»l-7466 

Naughty Sex forGAY BOYS 
• 1-90W35-1035 • s: 5«Min 18+ • 1-800446.2525 • 
BISEXUAL PUVMATESSIWrnm 18+' 1-900-745-7075 

FREE SAMPLES - HOT & SEXY 
1-800-373-.3042 

Adultsover 18 

GAY GUYS COME QUaCK!!! 18+lntlioll 
Hot j/o line..,All live I -268-40)4480 

Hoi Jocks and Mu.«le Men l-809-t46-9Q(M 

Gel Off Cheap and Diny 1-914-346-2.3.10 

HOT WILD SEXY 
1-ON-IXRATEDLIVETALK 

I-80O-238-5483 Sl.69/miti 

SIZZLING HOT 
LIVE PHONE SEX 

1-212-741-1202 99c/min 

PHONE SEX SAMPLES 
1-800-990.9976 
Adultsover 1 8 only 

HOT, HUNG & HORNY 

1-473-407-8193 18+ 
YOUNG STUDS ARE WAITING 
INSTANT ACTION, HOT SAMPLES: 
1-800-829-2377 

Adults over 1 8 only 

free::: HOT G.AYACTION!: 
1-919-719-)MEN(4636) 
Adult Men (Ker 18+ Only Reg. Toll Applies 
Stunning She-Males - Live! 18+ 
l-IH.9Si.4i59. 1.9lll.m.Si24 frtii S2.5t/iliil 
Kliky Older Women 1.9M.993.1lil 



EXPLICIT HARDCORE TALK!;:! 
Thenastiesl Around' SI. 98/nV18+ ' www.WET5.com 
l-gOM3fl lONI ' 1-900-6664141 « 011-592-1353 
KINKY UNCENSORED TALK!!! 
Anything goes! $1.98/m/18+ 'wwwJiEXixom 
1-800-I70W11.D (94531* 1-900-6664200 

Sexnally Aggressive Girls 1-800-825-2789 
Voyeurs Eavesdrop 1-900.993.(323 18+ S2.50/ min 
Hot Teens 18.21 i/o 900-993.9S«S. 800.775.7268 



•LIVE BEEFCAKES' 
1(7671446-9030 
Gay Pride! 01 1-592-595.207 im ltolll8+ 

FOR ADVERTISING INFORMATION CALL ANN DAVID AT 31 2.321 .7912 



IP adult entartainment 

Unctnsored & Nasty Girls waiting for you! 
Call now! $1.98/mn8+ •www.pcslut.com 
1-800431-6667 • 1-900-674-2001 • 01 1.678-728-22 
Hot, Exciting & Kinkv Live Giris:!: 
The Cheapest & The Best ' .99c/m/ 1 8+ • www WET.l.com 
l-S00-88Monl • l-900-666-730«^OIl-678-727-80 

HORNY H.S. SENIORS 1-800-544-7515 

Kinkv Old Uomm - Be my Boy Toy! 1-800-803-5882 

HOIINVYOI NG BUCK GIRLS 1-800-759-1669 

CHEATIN' VOUNG WIVF.S l-SOO-666-9590 

HORNY ORIENTAL SLITS 1-800-6334)869 

••SPICY" HISPANIC BIMBOS 1-800-200-1806 

"NASTT'BRITLSH TARTS 1-800-340-2385 

KINKV SEX STARVED SecrMiiles 1-800-801-8608 

Sorority Bbnbos - Sex Ed Majors! I4W0.801-8650 
XXXPOINOSTAKS 1-800-576-2867 l8+$2.99/inln 

Kinky, Hardcore Party Line; 

Live. Ion I ! SI .98/in/l S+ • www.realorgy.com 
1-800-6624488' l-90O-537-OO9O'011-678-728-20 

HOT TALK 'LOW PRICE .69cMin 18+ 
1-800443-5678 

1-900-993-1456 SUfit 

KINKY PHONE SEX SAMPLES 
1-800-6664975 
Adultsover 18 

INST ANT credit;: 

Hot,Sexv&Uncen.sored; 18+ 
1-800-81841 12/1-954-704-7382/1-888-3304257 

HOT SAMPLES - WILD W OMEN 
Want to Turn You On 1-800440-1085 

Adultsover 1 8 only 

FREE HOT PARTY LINES 
HOT GUY S & GAI.S 12121 796-3399 
MAN MEET LLNE (2121796-3330 
BACKDOOR BA,MBI 18+1 011-59M759 
LI\EPARTY:aLLMGHT: PVInc. 1-2684044460 
SEXY GIRLS live; 1 ON I int'l Id 011-683-8235 

EAVESDROP!!! 18+! 011-509-900-176 
live XXX I ONI 24HRS. 011-678-73-779 
KINKY QUICKIES LIVE! Int'l Id 011-683-8229 

NEW HOT WILD PARTY LINE 
Guvs&Gals 1473441-1006 
Mali to Man 1473441-1007 

Only Long Distance Charges Apply 1 8+ 

Barelv 18 Sluts Straight Out of High School 
1-900 435-2434 -1-800-567-2689 S2.50t/min 18+ 
FREE SOFTW AUE @ wwwv»tolal5ei.com 

COME ALIVE, REAL SAMPLES 
1-8004128-1002 

Adultsover ISonly 

KINK AND SLEAZE, SPECUL SAMPLES 
1-800-828-1003 

Adultsover 18 

GET INTO THE groove; 

Sizzling Beach Party! 1-217-873-0100 
Raw Male Action I47.34O7-80I2 
USA's#l RATED Partvlinc I-9I9-7I9-40I2 
Gay?Bi7Curious? 1473407-8519 
24/Hr/Day House Jam I-2I7-873-0I02 

18+ LD Toll Applies 

ALL NEW UNCENSORED GAY CHAT! 
10S09-I-206-50.5-6331 
PARTY 24 HRS^DA V AT THE VULE CLUB 

10S09-I-206-505-6370 
Must Dial All »'s To Reach Homv Studs . 29e/miii 
WILD SEXY SAMPLLS 
1-800-964-1349 or 1-800-274-7615 
Aduluover 18. 

I'm Hot and Waiting for a WiM Time! 
LiveGlrlsNow: $1.98/m/18+ •www.Sex4.com 
l-800-557-LIVE(5483)'l-900-666-6700 

Nastv Nvmpho Sluts want YOU! 
Call l-900-99i*205 1 -800-378-2697 $2.50+/min 18+ 
Visil our Free Site @' www.blowu.com 



CHEAP XXX SEX PARTY :.69cAn 18i^uitlld 
Young BUck Giris 1-954-704-7468 
Group Sex; Live; I -954-704-7408 

Date/Party Live: Anvlhing goes 1-2684044939 



adult entertainmant ^ 

BUTTMONKEV PARTYLINE 
1-607.252-6000 
GAY 315.1.33-1694 

I adult Internet "^HH 



mm 



TOTALLY FREE 
Sex On-Line 




How to succeed in 
Advertising: 

SPIN Classifieds: 
1998 Rates 

Line rates start at $70 
per line. Frequency 
discounts available. 

Display rates start at 
$550 per column inch. 
Frequency discounts 
available. 

Call for adult entertainment 
rates 

Call 
(312) 321-7912 

for more information 

Fax 

(312) 321-7016 



Cl., 



CENSUS LE5S0NS 

^J^^/^ll'j MOTAWOMWRfOt tlf^* SffoAf trccMTHH C*LUMH AT iptM, I wASATTM^ Top TUC Aar *^^P. t 
HA^TMCAfS^cr orCA<TiC«,M/£Atceay ^/(ow< out iw e»eu.f MA7ok erf ineu^cpf. i w/M* ^•MKlwfr ffAloi/*-H 

«wy My fAi»>Ti<»<cS. Ti/*t ai i5>v£S »f 5p<*« CAT«a, i*« om ntf TAASM HSMp. mo o»>r luSifecxt **f A*/y ^«A4; 

HATfrtUd- rdoM >|».T. jiocK F*^'*,e^'Pteit o€AOLiu€i, Aw* A «fA«i./ fArcHtett. why tH^ Mete »ip i ei/efl T*Kg m» 
7os7 u/KeM t wAi Htc-H iM TMC A«.r uieato I use» ro rHirJk. k'o«'i»'Mr >r oe ^Af Ar t> havc /( »<t«iA>fTA^A»t Ast^ietoee" 

f^rUS MAL. UJOAt.*, -7XC A«-T MOAL» OriM*. so SmAU Am» iMSwlAA. i.|TT(f P'O < KMOwrNAr TNf ttfALfc/^OAtO It FtfU tff 
P*JC^\»H. tOioTf . ( MAO IT r-KA*f ifv/Txe AAT i«reAL», 774 < ( f»LuMA> HAS OoK)^ #uerHlMC r»A M«' aorrM*»r CArOiOfcrrx 

AW AdTiiT A""? PCC-AAOE My IMAC-f iK/TO A i-OU^fLOi^ C0LOt*f*i^T fog. A MAfi^TIVe w iTW THf 5 A«f pe>^e(yAA^HlC AS 
Tifrgft fffAT. ( HAlf yeO UTTte tH'T* iTM yo*»«. SMAftT i4*5 teTTfAS . y Dot^^Ty»o c-o 3HA<2.pf tJ y#»;A AVoLeicenT 
oM-THf A8u5We fAiei^ri uH* yen erf j»0 nte PitlST fcAtB. "yesvi! Tm -miAT/'five yeAHS oc^/lA/p MAi2.AfffX>. 

I HAt/t &Cw«TiCActy tMC-H cAcieSTf ^«(- , ''*>^ O^O-Y C^T fff AW5 A Wt) U/H»L r ^ AA 1 1*** Aa/ 6 VOui, >'»^ S M iT T < A't 4a/6 TAttTj*^*- 
AUot/EA. -Olf ^CACt . I FOOf^O Thii ot/t FA**"* V»CTOfL irfH* • w»»o/T T» p»H A ei4€eK op TH&ro Hf O^fft A<^b 

Sricief HIS Pim6£ A up My Ati . fJtw I'M OAoKe, HAsfg to Lffit/ioArr My M'^rvAL FvMOi 4^d &eti. ny <aa^ Mti^T}^ ^7y 

0«.Oi>'(e, TME OLt> SryLF^ MO (Lusr, AwTw.r^A^oJ . y<|i«A«FL, FULL/ /t 6 t>, ^ 9,000. fEO. tAti SplW foft PfrAll-S). 

rV^V.6-o't I &or MAAAlFD SePCAf l TVf^et IWTO A lejCA tffCAuSe fJOu no weMNM «/Awl- 7*«/Cri >«w>rwrM 

THAT HAi it'j w»pf Ai*'^ pew»^s, t HeAio-nie u/Ay i'ilo^m a Nruoa* a»a<>o (S ,r rfAve a «fwa*b a t«oi5 

A» fA<L AS I lt»^w, Mfit*. <s »^»T pue r« FAecieoofR A^y Tl»^C5eeio. Hy Poo« wiFf |$ pAyiKifr tme eCMrAMO eox'*^^ 
Alt. ftoft. PmO. I OWE tty CS yfAS. OL O iM«M«evt> HAA> WOfLttlMC- MOT»Fft $3,000. Pol«.AA{ THAT I OoAAowf T» A 
fAAOA Suit 1* too K ^fOAfff AT My £.A$T apgfOtf^C- . THAT S»OU Olfr'A/T ieiL, I CAxi' r p^y Mr« SACK , AA/b TMC »««T'S AtKFA»X 

o«T OF iTyte. riM $c pefAesse> a9o«/7 »u. of n»i$ tmat rvf rtAt> ir^JoMioiA foR. Mewrwf. \ uavic TMPsraepTS at m**.mt 

wA\ttK>6. FelTH6 5o«JTC AiSe, $fceerty HepiVt. SoMf (Voby ivtOLV T^iT 5t(eoT Mf . uiftCOf THf HfCC /5 ietooP'SA*'. 

[f^^*^ f6o f^e^ MiM? I fiA/Auy fALcAstrep at a»owt f-"oo am a^^o a*^akp STAerifp a*»» bep«f«fp atoi-p o*.tw« 
T>4f»rrF Cm/mm. i N«/i«.y r» My ^rwPi* gePotC tKf if r$ AT Y'So^ i^t^fte t iiT I*/ My CHAtft ^(fACfP o«t 

ftoM t»wiso«^ Ai>/» k'V'iTe prpA^iX^E A^BBi^ N utKe rftis. m/ pH***t pocs'mt rim^ A<wy more av* *^y xciSAC-e MAcx/iuf 
He£ics Hf witx n'j fvea sniuicii^o- nev rcAo. HA< t <Pf , i £«SSf tmp PAy i said yf s rt> tm'S xoe^ lOt Monf 

(C.»»-6l-OVf TlteArmr'«^'''F'A T>ti{/>RifMA>»<>K'MA AtTre»T, wo, WOM iT»f PPAVLiV^i, ttFTC^Tt^ f •I.UMik/ J ^ A»»» t-OW pAi ^^EH 

■rt^e AisjT bingcToL retct nr it> eHA«J6-e My f*i.oA( . i vetpet-ATri-i t«'A*'T My hfc 5Ack . i ^^avt to seA ^ia>w a»/> 

5iMpte AAt >rA|l AfrAi*^, t'i'HCAC I CAU Alt. TMC SMor S . i fed. l.t\(.6 OeofL^e OAuey A»*">'t'>'h. e/O TMAout-HTHf 

5n>«w «p »ELLo»>/S F At«.{ notuPiFB TO ifAmo i'm ikj /7«rre AC vill c . CcAAefc^e"! zvi**? MAfty^ *>H Si-eeTMAAy. 'Vf r 



Awl* AttwAtMT- 

Tiow, yow 



Aute «f Foii(.oT.". TT<AT"i a ftiLyte sptKi, pieAse Accepr THIS coLv**'^ At My ttpc A6si».wa- 



ZlTpiWCMlM^. '* 



tAo TiAide -THK yoo Alwo 5 Hove 
fortMuMiTy c*li.66-r DKopovT, 

— ^ — .-T-. AVr AS , 



'I 




IT. > AtM*r WORKIK'' Hete A/6 HOUE. AS F«>« yow Pf^ «*'<TTtt, 



fLETAAbS uitl* fAii. youA- 

you U>OmT H A^'fVAAJbf A^ 

> 









Sfdiih ski 



Tmi 

AND ;00 PBOOFI 10«"= Gl^ii! VEl':"?;'. SP.RCS ABSOLUT COLiNIRY 0': %m 
3" VSS VIN S SPRIT AB ©!99S ViS ViN & SPRIT AB. IMPORTED BY THt HOj 
THOSE WHO APPRECIATE DUALITY ENJOY IT RESPONSIBLY. 



^^BOLUT BOTTLE DESIGfl. ABSOLUT 
^^MbTOGRAPH BY STEVE 8R0NSTEIN. 



